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niece of the Right Honorable the Earl of Dunna- > 
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cur OFF WITH A SHILLING: Kit. Well, what of that? 


> 
Sam. It’s the same! The young lady whom I /¢ 

| | treated so shamefully by wedding you, if they only 

A Comedictty, in One Act. | knew it—whom my uncle Joseph wanted me to 

malry. 
ByNA RYE APASLID NID, ONL deb | Kit. Yes, he wanted you to be married involun- B¢ 
tarily, and he a colonel of volunteers. $ 
CAST OF CHARACTERS. ~ Sam. Colonel of the First Mizzlesex. In conse- z 
Prince of Wales’ | uence of her, he was always dinning it into my (+ 
Theatre, 1871. | ears that I could not do better than grasp such a |} 
| Sam Gaythorne.....sseeseeeseerersseeescceees Mr. Lots gomery. | compr ehensive enclosure of for tune and nobility. ps 
| RAAT DOR Iie koi ds oe vese sees ee Miss G. Addison. Kit. Sam, why haven’t we had an answer from | > 
him to your letter ? ze 
Sam. I don’t know. Perhaps he has gone to ¢ 
SCENE.—Sitting-room in a Seaside Villa. some volunteer review. Pe 
; ; it. Aren’ ; ¢ n vo TS 

| Hunter Kitty, with te hair CT yee SE ea! ineneatiga Sate ae aan oe are ¢ 
THORNE, D. F. vey come down C., she on his| vith 9 march past. t 
right. Sam. He’s so much your senior that, in your + 
Kitty. Sam, dear, is my hair quite dry? case, it would be more of a December past. ifhe + 
Sam. It is perfectly dry—dry as a professed | should come here himself, mind that you keep on : 
toper—dry as a mummy. ‘the right side of him, Kitty. > 
Kit. | feels her hair.) Now, don’t deceive me,| it. But which side is that? I should like to ¢ 
Sam. see him—for any one who has been so kind as he |% 


Sam. Your hair.is not a subject of deceit—the|to you, deserves my kindest reception. I don’t 
color can’t be washed out of it, which is a comfort, ‘think there exists a heartless creature who would 
and as long as it is not tortured into a chignon, I dull my happiness. 
beg to say: Long may it wave! It is perfectly, Sam. Oh, he’s a very good old bird, and I am 
dry, my dear. And now, having risen from the) sure, Kitty, he will be fascinated with you by my 
sea, will Venus have her breakfast ? ‘account of you in our letter. [Aside] I don’t 

[They sit at table, R.  |like to frighten her, but this delay in an answer 

Kit. Oh, I’ve had it—I made such a good break-| alarms me. If he should happen to be angered at 


fast hours ago. imy obstinacy— 
_ Sam. Hours ago! You are not confounding it; Ait. Well, Sam, why didn’t you make a wife of © 
with your supper ? this Miss Conyers ! ? 


Kii. I had at least a dozen shrimps. Sam. Well, I didn’t see her till after I had seen 
Sam. [in affected surprise.| Can you have de-| you, dear, and then I was so tired of being told to 
voured so many? Honor bright? look high, and that marry her I must. Bemg six 
Kit. Well, there were more than ten. feet, that would have necessitated my looking very 
Sam. “ Vénus, asseyez-vous, et encore attaquez high indeed ! 
les shrimps.” [Looks at newspaper while Kitty) Kit. That’s not enough to alarm aman. What 
pours out tea, gives him toast, etc.] By Jove! other objection had you to her? 
Kit. What’s the matter? Isn't it sweet enough?; Sam. Well, she rather lacks color. Or, rather, 
Sam. Sweet enough! Oh, read it. ishe has it concentrated too much in the one spot— 
Kit. Why don’t you read it out to me yourself? | on her cheeks. 
Sam. [reads.] ‘‘ Martello—Conyers. Onthe18th| it. But as for the color of her money ? 
instant, at St. Lo Church, Under-prés, by the Very’ Sam. Oh, that never worried me—since I knew 
Reverend the Dean of Bridell, assisted by the I should never see it. 
Reverend B. Fervent, D.D., M.A., George Howit-! it. She is of high birth! 
zer Martello, Captain in the Royal Marines, to Sam. None more so—comes of a mountain race. 
Maximiliana Conyers, daughter of Fitzgerald; it. And her age? 
Grattan O’Giant, Esq., of Blarney Tower, and; Sam. There was no fault to find win her ¢ on 
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_that score—or rather on that two score—only 
that she might have been ten years younger. But 
' [ had other views, you see, dear. [Sighs.] And so 
+ LIlost the fortune. 
Kit. What does that matter as long as we love 
‘one another? What is fortune when we have some- 
thing to live for ? . ; 

Sam. The question will soon be, what are we to 
live on? . 

Kit. But then we'd adore. 


not a bad substitute for a table, but what if there’s 
no eatables for it to groan under ? 

Kit. But love! _ | 

Sam. Capital notion! We'll live on love. We'll 
kill Cupid, and cook him, and give you the merry- 
thought. Oh, what nonsense! [Gravely.] We are 
in a tight box now, and no mistake. And nota 
box of jam, either—no provisions against the fu- 
ture. [Rises, goes up c.] It’s very pretty! [Goes 
to window at back.| Hi! he’s going by without 
stopping! Ho! what a stick the fellow is! | 

Kit. Stick? Who? What? 
Sam. The postman. Aosssd off R.| Postman, 
have you got any letters forme? [ Waits to catch 
answer.| Why, it is twelve o’clock—how time 
goes! {Gets letter, R.] Uncle’sa brick! [Comes 
down C., opening letter.}| Why, there’s money in 
it 


‘ 


ee 


Kit. 
>, he say 
Sam. [dropping coin.| Hilloa! what's that? 
Kit. [picks up coin.] A shilling! what a funny 
old gentleman your uncle must be. 

Sam. [reads letter, aside.] The old demon! 
here’s a pretty thing—to drop me in this despica- 
ble manner, playing tricks with the currency. 

Kit. impatiently. Sam Gaythorne, don’t keep 
your wife on thorns! . 

Sam. Well, considering we were married under 
the rose-— 

Kit. Read it, do! : | 
Sam. “Do” is the word! [Reads.] ‘“ Dear Sam: 
Itold you that if ever you married without my 
consent I should only give you the sum of one 
shilling sterling; and as your letter informs me 
that you have seen fit to do so, I beg to enclose 
that sum.” The stingy, old, malevolent demon! 

Kit. What meanness! I'd be ashamed to call 
such a curmudgeon my relative. _ 

Sam. He was a very good sort of an uncle when 
he used to oblige me. , 

_ Kit. I won’t think anything more about it. 
Now that I know what a contemptible character 
heis, I wouldn't be obliged to him, not fora shil— 

Sam. That we are! and we cannot. very well 
help it. Our only resource has galloped away— 
what are we to do? [Pockets coin. 

Kit. Why, you needn’t be so depressed, Sammy. 

Sam. I shall never get any. deep rest again. 

Kit. You know you have your town and your 
country house to yourself. — 

Sam. Hem! I told you so, yes, true enough ! 
but they were in the air. Lovers’ romance. You 
see, you being an angel, what could I do but place 
my domicile in the region where you were most at 
home ? . 

Kit. [vexed.] So, Mr. Gaythorne, you have no 
property? — , i 

Sam. I have no land or houses— 

Kit. Isee! Have I then been deceived? .[R. 


{comes to c.] He’s very kind. What does 


Sam. Oh, a door is all very well enough. It’s}. 
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c.] Then all the rest you told me was équally a 
falsehood ? 

Sam. Oh, no! 2 

Kit. You have deceived me in everything you 
promised me! you promised me ten bridesmaids, 
and I only had a snuffy old: pew-opener. You 
promised me acoach and four, and we went in a 
cab! You talked great things of your family and 
their hereditary complaints. I don’t believe they 
ever had the gout! ° 
Sam. Why, it’s in the family. Oh! fancy liv- 
ing on sixpence for lite, and the gout! [Limps to L. 

Kit. There’s no good belonging to you— 

Sam. You forget! [Bows.] You have married 
me. What have you lost? Nothing, and you 
have gained a remarkably valuable husband. It 
is because I have married you that my uncle now 
disinherits me. ° 

Kit. It’s solely your own fault, sir. 
up Cc.| Where are you going? | | 

Sam. Anywhere! I am fastened to you for 
life—so I will go see the running out of the tide. 

Kit. Stay, sir. It will run out and in without 
your assistance. You haven’t had your breakfast. 

Sam. Pve had all I require. 

Kit. [going up c.] Sam, Sam! 
out eating, you will kill yourself. 

Sam. [wildly.] Kill myself! kill! Come, I 
might do worse than that! Iam good for nothing 
now! Kill myself—kill, kill! That’s not so bad 
an.idea! Tl do it! [Baxit D. F. and R. 

Kit. Ob, Sam, Sam! don’t! come back! [Stops 
up C.|] Well, I haven’t been so very wrong. 
Nay, he was in the wrong. [Comes down smiling. | 
Oh, he’ll come back to me, I’m sure. He can’t 
stay away long. How vile of that stingy old man 
to annoy us, when we were so happy. Men 
are so Mean, so cold—they hesitate to be gener- 
ous to their own wives, so no wonder they are 
cruel to the wives of others. We women have 


[SAM goes 


(Upc. 
if you go with- 


to wait till the favorable hour to make things | 


right which they so abominably mismanaged. I 
should like to see the cross old uncle who pun- 
ishes Sam without being curious to see.me. Not 
that Sam isn’t to blame either. Ah, Master Sam, 
I have given him all my heart—I am going to give 
him a bit of my mind. [Aé R. table, arranging 
things, her face front. ge 


Enter COLONEL BERNERS, hastily, R. and C. D., 
which he shuts, and fastens the window, or 
draws the curtains, as the case may be. — 


Kit. Oh, here he is! I am so glad, dear, that |. 
you have come. [Going up, stops and recedes, in |: 


surprise.| A stranger! - 

Col. Berners. .Ten thousand pardons, my dear 
madame, but my abrupt entrance is the result of 
strategy to avoid a mad bull. Lesion down a little, 
c.] He couldn’t have singled me out more un- 


mistakably if I had had on a scarlet uniform. 


You may possibly be surprised at a soldier retir- 
ing in good order, madame, in good order, before 
an enemy, but you should see him. Here, you can 
see him! As I thought, he is making a call at the 
china shop. aor 

Kit. [up c.] What is it? . 


_ Col. B. A prize mad bull, I should say, judging | 


by bis size and capabilities for destruction. 
Kit. Where? | cee ce a 
Cal. B: At this moment he is in the doctor's 
shop! |. - [Looking off R. U. E. 
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Kit. A bull in a doctor’s shop! I beg pardon, 
but I do not understand this intrusion. | 

Col. B. Intrusion! My dear madame, I beg ten 
thousand pardons, but I thought I had made the 
reasons of my entry clear enough. I was pursued 
down the street by an infuriated bull, but luckily 
spied your open window, and so made my retro- 
grade movement eminently successful by the di- 
version. You must therefore blame the mad 
bull if I beg permission to make your little par- 
adise here my haven from the creature for an in- 
stant. 

| Kit. Then I understand that you have bee 
chased by a bull—- i 

Col. B. Chase ! callit a retreat, madame—neces- 
sitated by the fact that his horns would otherwise 
have operated on my coat. You will therefore see 
how much praise was due me for having executed 
my retirement—one equally admirable for rapidity 
and efficacy. 

Kit. [laughingly.| So you ranaway? | 

Col. B. The movement was certainly executed 
with celerity, but still it participates in the nature 
of a retreat in excellent order. 

Kit. Oh, where is he ? ; 

Col. B. The bull, madame? I cannot say, since 
the entire population were going my way. [Puts 
his hat, cune and field-glass on table up L. 

Kit. You did not meet a young gentleman ? 

Col. B: [comes down c.] You couldn’t describe 
his back, could you, madame? [Sits on sofa. 

Kit. His back? His front is the triumph of na- 
ture, and his back a model for a sculptor ! 

Col. B. Couldn’t you be a little more definite— 
not being a sculptor, you see ? 

Kit. He has a look of dauntless beauty ! 

Col. B. [coughs.| Hem! I am quite sure I 
never saw him. It was not the instant to study 
masculine beauty, and none to examine bovine 
graces, either. 

Kit. [vexed.] I suppose you thought of nothing 
but running away ! [ Seated R. C. 

Col. B. It sounds a great deal better in military 
language. A retreat, madame, a retreat! 

Kit. He had only just left the house. Yet you 
did not meet him—he is very handsome, and very 
brave! | | 

Col. B. You should get an insane bull to tackle 
him ! 


Kit. It is my husband ! 

Col. B. Oh, your husband ? 

Kit. I don’t know that I can trust you. 
are not married ? 

Col. B. Not married. 

Kit. And we married people know a great many 
things of which you are ignorant. 

Col. B. Granted—but where ignorance is such 
bliss, it is folly to be wise! [Chuckles.] A good 
many young people have done well to confide in 
me. You will pardon me my soldier-like brusque- 
ness, but I should like to display the interest I feel 
in you. Perhaps I may be of service to you. You 


You 


cap command me as if you were the Duke (i. e., of | difficulty, but I will endeavor to-accomplish it, 


Cambridge, the British Commander-in-chief) him- 
self! I place my forces at your disposal, horse, 
foot and marines—lock, stock and barrel! 

Kit. You are very generous. Men are not gen- 
erally so good—particularly old gentlemen, who 
get so soured by time. 

Col. B. What’ an amiable little lady it is! 
never was so grateful before to a bull. , 
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Kit. Tam much in want of consolation, too, sir. 
I am.very anxious about my husband. 

Col. B. The normal condition of wives. [Aside.] | 
She’s very pretty. [Aloud.] Nevertheless, it bard- | 
ly ought to have happened to you, who have only | 
been married a—a—month ? 

Kit. Only a week, sir. | 

Col. B. Only a week! you are only in the first | 
quarter of the honeymoon, and you are left alone | 
to become anxious. That's rather eayly for a man 
to become quarrelsome. | 

Kit. Oh, no, sir, we haven’t quarreled. To be- 
sure, my husband went off in vexation, but Iam ‘ 
sure le will come back—especially when I] know | 
that he has no money. : 

Col. B. No money ? 

Kit. No money! | 

Col. B. Ah! I understand; when a man aas 
married an heiress he must not expect to have ' 
everything entirely in his own way. 2s. 

Kit. Ian heiress! You were never more mis- 
ei I brought my husband nothing but my , 
ove. 7 | 

Col. B. Nothing but love. [Chuckles.] Ah! 3 
married people soon run through that sort of 
property. Wasn't there anything more substantial! 

Kit. Permit me—he had expectations. 

Col. B. So, my dear madame, you have married 
a man without a sixpence ? | 

Kit. On the contrary, he has two. 

Col. B. Two sixpences? | 

Kit. [sobbing.| He’s cut off with them! - 

Col. B. And he’s cut off with them! Cut off 
with your entire fortune! you have lost all your 
money ? . 

Kit. And so I, who was so happy, have all my 
distress to lay on the shoulders of a brute. 

Col. B. A man who would treat you so harshly 
—brute is too good a name for him ! 

Kit. Your sentiments are more honorable than 
your epaulettes! It’s a pity you are a soldier and 
not married. : 3 

Col. B. A soldier with a wife! Ha, ha! As well 
expect me to turn Japanese, and wield two swords. 
A soldier is wedded to his corps, madame. 

Kit. I want to fill the wretch with shame for his 
cruelty. I only ask for that consolation. a 

Col. B. Leave it to me. I should only be too: 
happy to be of assistance to you, .if you would : 
allow me such an honor. 

Kit. I don’t know whom to turn to. Iam all 
alone in the world. And yet I never felt that 
loneliness til now. Till the interference of the 
brute, all went well. . 

Col. B. Only, before I move in the matter, I 
ought to see a plan of the camp . Let me 
know what has previously been done in the affair. 

Kit. You look so honest that I think I can trust 
you. [BERNERS wags his head, much pleased.] 
But to understand my story, you must place your- 
self in my position. 

Col. B. That will be an evolution of extreme 
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ma’am. Well? | 

Kit. [gravely.] Fancy yourself a girl at board- 
ing-school. - : . 

Col. B. Humph! Yes. 

Kit. Where you fall in love with [enthusiastt- 
cally] the handsomest, sweetest, and most lovable 


Col. B. Oh! 
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Kit. Who continues to meet you and write to 
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kit. That’s exceedingly kind of you! If: you 


you, and tell you that he loves you, and offers his| only knew what we have meant to do for him, if 


| heart and life in proof of his avowal. 


he had behaved like a good relative. I should 


‘Col. B. I can fancy all that, because it is alljhave been so loving—as for my husband, he has 


fancy. 
Kit. Oh, no, it wasn’t, sir. 
And he has done all he promised. 
Col. B. I can't fancy that ! 


|spent all his life in doing more than would have 


He meant it all!) been expected of the most obedient son. 


Col. B. Another coincidence. On that rogue of 
mine I have lavished more than a father’s affec- 


Kit. What could Ido but say I would marry|tion. And here, on the very occasion where he 


him and make him happy ? 
Col. B. I can fancy that. 


most ought to have given me his confidence, he 
steals away and secretly marries an artful, pert, 


Kit: So one dark night I slipped out of my/|ill-behaved, dowdy, draggletail chit—pah! not 


room, down the stairs, through the door, across the 


garden, and out of the gate—where I found myse!f 


in his arms. 

Col. B. Ha, ha, ha! [Delighted.] I beg pardon, 
my dear madame. I forgot toremain in your posi- 
tion. I could readily place myself in his. Then 
you married ? 

Kit. Yes; and he was all devotion and love. 

Col. B. Up to now ? 

Kit. What’s that? : 

Col. B. Now he leaves his wife—you may well 
call him a brute! . 

kit. I call my husband a brute! Fie! Cannot 
a woman speak of a brute without necessarily 
ee to her husband ? 

Col. B. Well, madame, however unlikely the 
case, it is possible ! 


Kit. I was not speaking of my husband, but of/| to me. 


a relation, thank goodness not one of mine, but of 
his, who has treated us with the vilest ingratitude. 

Col. B. I can sympathize with you. That is my 
own case. 

Kit. After leaving my husband to believe he 
would behave kindly to him, he has deserted us at 
the very moment his good offices were most in re- 
quest. 

Col. B. A tyrant! 

' Kit. Don’t you think him a tiger ? 

Col. B. (rises, excitedly.] Say a hyena—a hyena, 
laughing In his sleeve! [They cross as they both 
walk to and fro in their excitement. 

Kit. To an offending party such treatment would 
be wicked, but to an innocent person it is most 


Col. B.- Say no more! It’s the acme of cruelty to 
add to a man’s trouble when. he has taken a wife! 

Kit. Without having known me he condemns 
mye, and punishes my husband merely for marry- 
ing ‘me. 

Col. B. Incredible ! 

Kit. And after he has been so kind.to his rela- 
tive, he accuses him of having married a person of 
no claim to good looks. ‘Now, am I so very repul- 
sive ? Puts her face close to BERNERS’. 

Col. B. On the contrary, very pretty and most 
amiable. 

Kit. [courtesying.] You are very good! It is 
very affecting to receive so much sympathy from 
a stranger. 


Col. B. I beg of you not to make a stranger of me. |. 


Kit. Somehow or other, I feel as if I had known 
you for a long time. And having no parents to 
apply to in this sad emergency, I feel'the want of 
some one, a friend who would at least hear my 
story with patience, if he could do nothing for me. 

Col. B. If you make me your confidant, I can do 
something for you. You call me in, and ‘Pll call 
him out, and give him a lesson in practical human- 
ity on his own doorstep. 


that I ever saw her— 

Kit. Never saw her! Then may not your de- 
scription be a little unjust ? 

Col. B. Impossible, madame. I know him--I 
know the sort of person that would dazzle his eyes. 
I know his want of taste. You tell me the fish, 
and I tell you the bait. 

Kit. Yet she might be pretty. 

Col. B. Oh, yes, “pretty, after a fashion. So isa 
doll. ‘She is pretty as a doll in the Lowther Ar- 
cade. Arcades amherbo! Arcade is his belle! 
But Vl disappoint the designing little minx! she 
shan’t laugh at me over my own money. 

Kit. Is the crime so very bad that two persons 
should be punished for the one? 

Col. B. Ob, I don’t want to punish them. Let 
him make the most of his choice. It don’t matter 
He’s nothing more to me. 

. Kit. Can you thus disown your son ? 

Col. B. My son? He’s no son of mine. Only my 
nephew. . 

Kit. Your nephew? Oh! [For the first time 
suspects that BERNERS may be her uncle. 

‘ Col. B. [chuckles.] He has presumed to settle 
himself without consulting me—T'll settle him. I 
informed him of as much. | 

Kit. Then he has written to you ? 

Col. B. To tell me of his atrocity. 

_Kit. No doubt you answered him in a pleasant 
way, notwithstanding your irritation ? 

Col. B. I merely wrote—now mark me—I said: 
‘¢ Dear Sam !” 

Kit. “ Dear San!” There ! 

[Restrains her emotion. 

Col. B. Oh! [Calms himself again.| Oh, I see! 
you think I ought to have said ‘‘ Mr. Gay thorne.” 

Kit. “Mr. Gaythorne!”’ [Aside.] There’s no 
doubt of it now. 


Enter SAM, R. and-D. F. He remains up in. door- 
way listening. 


Sam. [aside. | Theyseem to be ill-usingmy name! 

Kit. If you meant to cause him pain, wasn’t it 
adding to your severity to begin your address in 
so affectionate a manner ? 

Col. B. What concern ot mine was that, since 
he was no longer a connection of mine ? Besides, 
he had lacerated my feelings in the letter which 
gave me the news of his disobedience. - 

Kit. [warmly.] Now scan sure that was a beau- 
tiful letter ! 

Col. B. Eh? 

Kit. I said—undutiful letter. 
dutiful. 

Col. B. Most decidedly. 

Kit. What a wicked story ! 

Col. B. So it was, for an uncle to hear from one 
whom he had always jooked upon as his son. He’s 
to thank himself for it all. I wrote to him: 


It surely was un- 
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CUT OFF WITH A SHILLING. 


24 


‘Dear Sam: I told you if ever you married with-|I beg ten thousand pardons, my dear madame, 


out my consent, I should only give you one shil-| but I left my glasses on your—on your table. Eh? 


ling, and, enclosing the same, I beg to remain— 


Col. B. [recedes, L.|] E 
Kit. Monster ! 
[SAM gets behind curtains up R. C. 

Col. B. Eh? I see I have mistaken you. WHere’s 
my hat? [Goes up L., and gets hat and cane, but 
leaves the glasses.) 1 see, madame, I have nothing 
better to do than to go. Good morning! 

Kit. (gets before L. D.] No! 

Col. B. I insist on going out! 

Kit. No! I shall not! 

Col. B. Nay, then, if a flank movement is neces- 
sary—good morning. [Runs out D. F. and R. 

Kit. {comes down c.] A disagreeable old thing! 
Perhaps he wouldn’t have gone if I could have 
kept my temper. I might have won him over to 
forgive Sam. He was more than half in love with 
me himself. I’m sure of it. Oh, where is Sam? 
(Sam discovers himself, and comes down c., leav- 


Open that door ! 


” |T could be sworn I left them here. Oh, they must 
Kit. [violently. JA nae “hearted, selfish monster!|be on the other table. Oh! ah! 


yes, to be sure. 
On the other table. [ Goes to r. table, and to front.] 


Bless my heart, how strange! [Business of Sam 


popping his head out, winking, making signs to 
Kitty, who opens one eye, shakes her head, etc.| 
How odd! It’s very odd where I could have put 
them. [Feels in all his pockets, puzzled—sees 
Kirty.] Eh? Oh!. coughs. Hem! My dear 
madame! J beg—eh? She can’t be asleep—the 
effect of our dialogue? No, she’s in a faint! poor 
thing! [Goes nearer sofa.] My dear madame, 
don’t say I am the cause of—I ought to have 
been more calm! this is the result of my violence! 
My dear madame! [Kirry moves slightly] are 
you aware what you are doing to my glasses? 
This is the most peculiar situation I was ever in! 
Oh! I'll give her a dose of water! [Gets cup or 
glass of water from breakfast-table, and offers. to 
throw it on KiTTy—then pauses, and dipping his 


ing his hat wp R., on chair.) I have been made so jingers in, sprinkles her.| That seems to have no 


uneasy about you. I am so glad you have re- 
turned. 

Sam. Think yourself lucky that I have returned, 
for I thought of enlisting for a soldier. After hav- 
ing been cut off with one shilling, I might have 
been cut down for another. Let loose with my 
uncle’s coin and bound by the Queen’s money. 

Kit. Oh, Sam! if you were to fight and be killed, 
I should die! 

Sam. Where have you been brought up, that 
you suppose a soldier has anything to do with 


fighting? No, “ Vive la paye et vive la gloire !” 


Kit. [in alarm.] Oh, Sam, uncle has been bere! 

Sam [seated easily on sofa.) 1 know it. 

Kit. And I said— 

Sam. I heard you! 3 

Kit. I made such a blunder of it. 

Sam. You did. I never knew a married couple 
more of a mind. 

Kit. You were here ? 

Sam. J heard every word. 

ns [wringing her hands.] What is to be done 
now ? 

Sam. You must find a way to bring him back. 

Kit. How absurd. [Upc.] Oh, I declare! he 
is coming back! 

Sam. Nonsense ! [Goes up C., carelessly. Then, 
with animation.] So he is! 


more effect on her than on a duck’s back. [Sam 
shakes his jist at BERNERS.] What is to be done 
with her? I really cannot leave her in such a 
position. Oh, it’s too absurd—it’s ridiculous! 
What a helpless. thing is a man to have about if a 
woman faints! {Makes comic attempts to arouse 
Kitty by darting his hand at her, clapping his 
hands, saying “ Boo !” etc. Work up the situation 
Sreels y.| She looks like an angel! By George! I 
wish she was an angel—I’d burn one of her 
feathers under her nose, and bring her to! This 
is getting serious! 
pocket-handkerchief.| Umust open a vein! 
[Sits on sofa, and takes K1TTy’s hand. 

Sam. [aside.] No bloodshed ! 

Col. B. Luckily I never stir without my lancet. 

Kit. [sighs.] Ah! 

Col. B. [jumps.] Eh? [Seats himself again, 
but nearer Kitty, keeping her hand. He slaps tt. | 
‘What a dear little hand! [Smooths it with his 
right hand as tt lies in his left.| By George ! ! what 
a lovely hand! it’s like marble! 

Sam. [aside.| Then it’s a hand after your.own 
heart, you stony-hearted G eae 


Kit. Bl ag and moves.| .O 

Col. B. She’s coming to! 

Sam. [aside.] He seems quite disappointed ! ! 
Kit. [eyes still shut.] Oh! [Lifts her head and 


Kit. What can be the matter? Oh, I know—he | falis, still in a faint, so as to pillow it on BERNERS’ 


has left. his glasses. 
table, and returns to c.] What shall we ee ? 

‘Sam. Throw them at him! 

Kit. For shame, Sam ! 4 

. Sam. Let him in here, and lock him in. 

Kit. That won’t do. I know! . I'll faint to de- 
tain him 


pleasure—he chuckles 


[Goes and gets glasses on. L. | Shoulder. . 


Oh ! [Fright changes to 
Ha, ha, ha! 
Kit. [ pretending to recover her senses. ] Where. 
am I? Ob [Sits up. 
ig B. Are. you better now? You were in a 
int. 


Col. B. [in horror 


Sam. You will? [Aside.] She ain’t been to Kit. Ah! Ihave been so troublesome to you, 


school for nothing. 

Kit. You get away—there, hide behind that 
curtain ! 

Sam. I’m quite used to it! [Goes to curtain.] 


At all events her education has not been neglected. | fainting fits. 


and you are so kind. 

Col. B. Don’t mention it—I must beg you to. 
forgive me for.the impetuosity of my adieu. 

Kit. Dont be alarmed. 
But they givé me no uneasiness. 


[Hides behind Rr. curtain—K1irry lies down on sofa| They are not real ones, you know. 


as if in a faint, holding the poner in her 
hand, under her head. 


Enter Beane D. Fy 


Col. B. [goes to L. table, without looking round.}|pered. It is for me to ‘ask ‘your forgiveness. - 


Sam. [aside.] Frank, by Jove ! 

Col. B. It’s fortunate oi came ‘back, as it enables 
me to present my excuses. 

Kit. No, you are 89 good, and I was so ill-tem- 


re at his forehead with his. 


I often bave these 
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Col. B. And she needs it—poor, young affec— 
Kit. Read that! [Gives newspaper to BERNERS 
~—exchanges a sign with Sam, who claps his hands 
without making a sound, in dumb applause. 
Col. B. {reads.] ‘‘ Return to your anxious triends 
| at Wapping—” 
‘Kit. Not that! There! 
: a Points out paragraph. 
Col. B. Oh! [Reads.] ‘On the 18th inst.”— 
mum—mum—“ Captain ”—eh? oh! ‘ Maximil- 
jana Conyers—” . 
Kit. Is that your Miss Conyers ? 
$) Col. B. [rises.] My Miss Conyers! my nephew’s 
Miss Convers—or, rather, some one else’s Miss 
Conyers! I have been made a fool of! _ 
Goes R., dashes newspaper on the table. 
Kit. So like your sex! 
Sam. [aside.] Not a bad hit! 
Col. B. I shall never hear the last of it! After 
all, my nephew wasn’t so wrong to object to her 
+| —a keen, designing, intriguing flirt! Well may 
3| all the blood of all her ancestors stand in the 
+| foremost feature of her face. 
Kit. Then you will pardon your nephew for 
having been so circumspect ? . 
[Sam comes forward a step or two. 
Col. B. Never! (Sam retires.] You don’t un; 
derstand me. There shall never be forgiveness 
for them. 
Kit. I thought you were a man of your word? 
; Col. B. You don’t mean to say I am not? 
eat | 
[ Aloud. 
to have acted rightly, you should let him return 
to the fold—of your arms—again. 


| Kit. 
t Col. B. Should I? 
; 
; 


And you called me a draggletail 
chit ! 


Then your nephew being proved 


[ Goes L. C. 
Kit. I can’t stand that! [Goes R., in excite- 
ment.] I beg pardon for my excitement, but—but 
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i [Very lovingly looking up into BERNERS’ eyes, !_you know a woman cannot bear to have one of her 
t| resting her hands on his arms, and so forth.| For- | own sex ill-spoken of in her presence. [R. C. 
t] give me! Col. B. What heavenly principles! I’m glad 
+ . Col. B. I have nothing to forgive, my child. I left my glasses. [Pause.] Ah! if the rascal 
$; Kit. Then forgive others. I do so pity those had only set his choice on any one like you. 
3: poor people! Kit. Oh, she may be a great deal prettier ! 
$ Col. B. Misspent commiseration, I assure you. Col. B. Impossible ! 
3| Kit. Don’t you think that in time you would: Kit. Is sheso hideous—-Mrs.—Mrs.—what’s her 
$; come to overlooking their fault ? | name ? 
3} Col. B. Don’t speak to me about them. Col. B. [seated on sofa.] Mrs. Gaythorne. 
$3] Kit. Nay, let me be a pleader for the poor; it. I wish I were like her—I wish I were her. 
%; young people—they are not near so much to| Col. B. Eh? I shouldn’t so much mind it then. 
¢; blame as me. : kit. I could speak better for my own self than 
+; _ Col. B. You—you are—never mind ! [ Chuckles.] | for another. . 
| I am glad I left my glasses! No! Ican’t forgive; Col. B. I should like to hear your speech. 
+| him! ‘Think of the slighted feelings of Miss Con-|} Kit. Should you? But what should I do for the 
yers— flinty-hearted relation ? 
’ Kit. Who? : Col. B. Hem! 
p¢ Col. B. Miss Conyers! Poor thing, her honest) it. I couldn’t think of taking you, who are so 
$i affection was wasted on the solitude of the groves— | kind, so just, so generous. 
‘| Kit. The groves of Blarney. — Col. B. [coughs.| Hem! Well, how would you 
t a [ Gets newspaper on R. table. |set about it? 
3! Col. B. Ab! you can’t feel for another woman| Kit. In the first place, I should procure an in- 
| in such distress—just like your sex ! terview with you. 
$i Kit. I keep my sympathy for those who need it.| Col. B. You'd find that not so easy. 


Kit. Oh, a woman can find any man at home. 

Col. B. It’s not so in my case. 

Kit. Oh! I should go as a parlor-maid in search 
of a situation, a governess, a tract-distributor, a 
subscription agent to a new work on military tac- 
tics, a—a— 

Col. B. Very well, granted that you had made 
your way to me, what then ? | 
Kit. I chould fall on my knees [does so} to you, 
and cling to you so that you would have to hear 
me out, and say, ‘‘ Uncle, I am sorry that I have 
offended you without meaning it, and 1 come to 
seek words of forgiveness. I am but a poor moth- 
erless girl, to whom life was nothing until my hus- 
band loved me, and I should be in grief all the 
days of my life if I felt that in doing all he could 
to prove his love for me, you should think he had 

done his worst to prove want of affection to you. 

Col. B. [rises.| The villain! If he didn’t relent 
then, I should—[coughs]—I'd horsewhip him, as 
sure as gun-fire ! [’]l take yourtrouble into my own 
hands, my dear-—don’t you fear—[assisis Kirry 
to rise, and fondles her us he speaks] Yl write to 
that tiger! I’ll touch him up! Give me pens, ink 
and paper! [Kirry prepares writing-desk, 1.]} 
The rhinoceros-hided scoundrel! to resist this 
little angel’s tears! Let me have pen, ink and 
paper! [Goes L., and sits at writing-desk.] | 
That’s right, my dear! [Arranges paper, and 
takes up a quill.| Now, then, in the first: place, 
the name and address of the scorpion! [Chuckles.] 
Ha, ha, ha! (Sam has come down to meet Kitty 
atc., and they whisper together, exchange kisses, etc., 
while BERNERS writes. : 

Kit. [faltering.}| I—Ill find it while you are | ; 

| 


writing the letter. 
Col. B. Don’t think I shall spare him. I shall RS 
give it him, shot, shell and canister! Thescoun- |! 
drel! Ill pepper him! I’ll smite him, front, flank 
and rear! [ Writes.) Now then, what is the 
name of your. relation ? | 
Kit. [after trying to get Sam to prompt her.) | 
You can say—say: Uncle! 
F 


Col. B. Uncle? [Pauses] Uncle! [ Writes.] 
unscrupulous relative will go around giving pain | 


“Viper!” I wonder how he will like that? This 


; 
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to defenseless girls, will he? Now we’ve got him.. 
Go on—the name and address of the miscreant. 
His name is— 

Kit. His name? 

Col. B. Yes, his name, my dear madame. 

Kit. [trying to get Sam to help her]. His name 
is—is—is—Colonel— [Sam gets behind curtain. 
Col. B. Colonel ? [ Surprised. 
Kit. Colonel Berners! 

Col. B. Berners? [Rises and goes to R., keep- 
ing the quill in his hand. 

Kit, [very innocently.| B-e-r-n-e-r-s. What’s 
the matter? [BERNERS dashes the pen down on 
the floor.| Wasn’t the pen a good one? Oh, I 
see, as a military man, youdon’t like addressing 
a letter to another officer. Or, because you are 
a soldier and love steel, youscorn the white feather. 
[Picks up pen and throws on table, Rr.) Try an- 
other, Colonel Berners. | 

Col. B. [in rage.| Then you are the—the— 

Kit. If you please, uncle! [He avoids her. 

Col. B. [aside.] 1 can’t look her in the face, the 
witch! [Aloud.] Then I have been made a fool 
of! 

Kit. You can thank yourself for it! 

Col. B. "Do you mean that I made a fool of my- 
self? 

Kit, You have made yourself the 
ent on this occasion. 

Col. B. You have failed in your project, miss. I 
shall never forgive you! I forbid you ever to 
speak to me. 

Kit. Yes, uncle! 

Col. ‘B. I shall never be your uncle! 

Kit. No, uncle? 

Col. B. Have I been deceived ? 

Kit. No, undeceived, uncle-—you thought very 
poorly of me indeed. 

Col. PB. How? You spoke of yourself as that 
person whom [I had not seen. 


only fool pres- 


SAM GAYTHORNE.—Morning dress. 
KITTY GAYTHORNE.—House dress. 
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Kit. On the contrary, uncle, did I not make her 
cause warmly my own ? 

Sam. [comes down.| She is perfectly right! I 
heard you. — 

Col. B. Oh, you are here! Then you have been 
behind the scenes all this time. [Comes to c., and 
sits jn chair by R. table. KITTY goes L., and gets 


| letter written by BERNERS. 


Sam. At least behind the curtains. It was a 
charming parley—I hope it will be a long truce 
before our renewed war. What have you got there, 
Kitty? 

Kw. Only a letter uncle was kind enough to 
write. ‘Wouldn't you like to hear it? 

Sam. By all means. [I like his letters—when 
they do not contain money. | 

Kit. Shall I, uncle Joseph ? 

Col. B. [Aside.] Confound that letter! they 
have got me in their power! a : 

Kit. [reads letter.] ‘‘You VirpEr! I have made. 
the acquaintance of your niece, who is a most 
charming young lady!” Please accept the thanks 
of the “‘ Draggletail Chit!” [Reads.] ‘‘ For no 
offense but giving the love of her young heart to 
your nephew, you have seen fit to visit her with 
your wrath. While it.is yet time, I beg you to re- 
consider your heartless course in inflicting pain on 
the poor creature whose only fault is your gain in 


adding so much grace and gentility to your fam- 


ily, adding that, in case you prove yourself a scor-. 


pion, she shall never wantfor a home while I have. 


one to offer.” [SAM pintons BERNERS tn his chair. 
Col. B. It’s no use! I shall never forgive you. 
[Krtry offers to kiss him.] Never! [He smiles. 
Go a—[KITTY kisses him.| Retreat cut off on 
sides, htmmed in, herred in, too—there is nothin 
for me to do but to surrender unconditionally 
[Chuckles as Kitty kisses him. 


THE END. 


COSTUMES. 


COL. BERNERS.—Dark blue military frock-cont, white vest and pantaloons; white wig. white side whiskers. 
Extravagantly military bearing. Cane and field-glass. 
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“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some merit.”—DR. JOHNSON. 
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PRETTY PREDICAMENTS: 


An Original Farce, in One Act. 
BY A. J. PHIPPS. 


CAST OF CHARACTHEHRS. 
Theatre Royal, 


: Belfast, \876. 
Mr. Adolphus Fitzfudge..ccsevscccecesecs Mr. S. Johnston. 
Monsieur Henri Lemaitre... ccccccsseces “ Thomas Allwood. 
JOE DU ff. 0.2. oorerccccccsececcecerssees ‘ Horace Vox. 
Mre. Fizfudge.. ooeeese- Miss Emma Hampton 
Miss Eliza Futzfudge seen ves eeeecececsenes * Maggie Findlaud. 
Patty Puff .ccvcccvcccccseccccsecesccccces “ Clara Reid. 


ScENE.—A Restaurant. Entrance c. An aper- 
ture, with sliding panel, L. A speaking-tube near 
aperture. Small tables at R. and L., with chairs, 
etc. .Carte of refreshments on table at R. Play- 
bills, advertisements, etc., hung about. 


PATTY discovered. 


Pat. panic about.| Well, I declare, I never 
had such a busy morning in all my life! What 
with the sight-seers, the people shopping, and the 
foreigners, there’s scarcely a thing left in the shop! 
[Reads list of articles wanted.] ‘* Heart-cakes !” 
‘‘ Pound-cakes !” “ Patties!” [Calls down speak- 
ing-tube at L.] Joe! 7 
Joe. [appearing suddenly at aperture L.] My 
ove! | 


Pat. Now, Joe, why can’t you answer without |. 


coming up ? 

Joe. Because I like to gaze on the beaming fea- 
tures of my Patty Puff. 

Pat. Yes; that’s all very well, Joe; but when 
once you are up here, there’s no getting you 
down again. | 

Joe. And so would you like to be up, if you were 
down ; it’s precious hot work below, I can tell you. 

Pat. Well, you do look rather warm. 

Joe. Come down and try it. 

Pat. Oh! it’s much too warm for me down there 
with you, Joe. Besides, I don’t forget your beha- 
vior in the railway tunnel. 

Joe. I only stole a kiss ! 

Pat. And he who steals is a thief, Joe. 

Joc. Well, if you come to that, what I stole 
you received ; and the receiver, you know, is al- 
ways as bad as the thief. — 

Pat. Ah! you’re a knowing one! Now, then, 


Joe, we're out of lots of things in the shop. 
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Joe. Then let’s shut up, and take another turn 


in the railway tunnel. 
Pat. Oh, I dare say, indeed ! Now, then, as the 
riflemen say, Attention! [Reads.] Hearts! two 
dozen— | 
Joe. And one—don’t forget mine. 
Pat. Pounds! 
Joe. For housekeeping, and plenty of ’em. 
Pat. Patties! 
Joe. One is enough for me, and her name is Puff. 
Pat. That will do for the present. 
Joe. Don’t say that. 
‘Pat. Well, what else? , 
i ae [endearingly.] Can you do without your 
oe 
Pat. Yes! so go down and look after the things. 
Joe. Come down too. 7 
Pat. Good gracious! there’s a smell of burning 
coming up. eet through aperture. JOE catches 
and kisses her. She screams.| For shame, Joe! 
[Releases herself] Oh! [Looking of c.] Here’s 
somebody coming! [Closes aperture.] Poor Joe! 


Enter ADOLPHUS FITZFUDGE, C., in rifle uniform. 


Fitz. Good morning, Miss Turnover. 

Pat. Puff, sir, if you please—not Turnover. 

Fitz. And how is our little Rosedrop to-day ? 

Pat. Pretty well, I thank you, sir. 

Fitg. Pretty and well—that’s right. 

Pat. Aud how do you do, sir? 

Fitz. Firm as Almond-rock! Who could feel 
otherwise, under the influence of such inspiring 
weather ? 
Pat. It is really delightful—I quite long for a 
walk. 

Fitz. Then take one. Offers his arm. 

Pat. But who's to take care of the shop ? 

Fitz. Leave the shop to take care of itself; re- 
quest the public to take their bath-bun, and leave 
the two-pence on the counter. — 

Pat. Ha, ha, ha! [ Going. 

Fitz. (detaining her.| Hilloa! is this the way- 
you treat a defender of your country, a man who 
has been falling-in and right-about-facing all the 
pa 

Pat. Really, sir, I beg your pardon, what would 
you like—-soup ? 

Fite. Soup! on such a day as this, too. 

Pat. The patties are all gone. 

Fite. [smirkingly.| But one. 

ae [naively.] And she’s not to be bought or 

old. 


Fite. Have you any fowl and ham, or tongue? 
Pat. No ham—I have plenty of tongue. 
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Fitz. Where is the girl who hasn’t ? Tongue, 


be it! 
Pat. Ginger beer or lemonade, sir ? 


Fitz. [with disgust.) Ginger beer or lemonade! are a very long way off, Joe. 7 


the idea of offering a defender of bis country—a 
member of the Auxiliary Forces—atter a hard 
drill, such stuff as ginger beer or lemonade! 
Pshaw! Guinness’! that’s the thing for me! So, 
attention! {Patty stands at attention, face to 
audience.| Right about face! [Patry turns back 
to audience.] Quick march! [She marches.] Dou- 
ble! [She runs offc. FItzFUDGE comes down. | 
Aud now, let me see. 


| and he wants to dine with his company ? 
' graph! that’s it. 


arms, too. She little thinks that her “ Dolly,” 
‘as she calls me, goes into his tailor’s as quiet 
' as a lamb, and comes out again as fierce as 
—well, a member of the Auxiliary Forces—in 
fact, a ‘‘ Blazer.” (Mysteriously.| And if she only 
knew that when I married her I had an encum- 
brance—a daughter. Oh, dear! it gives me quite 
a turn to think of it. 


Enter Parry, with fowl and tongue, Guinness’ 
stout, etc., on tray, which she places on table L. ° 


Pat. Now, sir, it’s quite ready. 


Fitz. So am I—veady for action, the Blazers| guage and not noticing the chair.] No, I thank 
are always ready! [With mock heroism.] Now,|you, I shall return in the tramcar. [Sees chair.] 
Patty, just fancy such a thing as an invasion!|/Qh! thank you. 


The front shop is in possession of the enemy ! one 
hundred black-muzzled foreigners are laying vio- 
lent hands on the cakes, buns and crumpets— 

Pat. And the sugar-sticks—Freuchmen are so 
fond of sugar! 

Fitz. They are! I, and a few Blazers, arrive 
just in the nick of time! We cram the cold 
crumpets down the throats of the one hundred 


black-muzzled foreigners! I catch sight of you|lemon ice, and perhaps a cheese-cake. 


and rush to your protection—[puts his left urm| Lem. [goes up to Patry.] Mademoiselle, s'if 
round her waist, and raises her from the ground] | vous 


and brandishing my weapon of defense—[ seizes a 
bottle from table] I face the enemy—([turns to- 
wards aperture L.| and exclaim, with Rollo, 


‘¢ Who moves one step to follow me, dies upon the | cake. 


spot!” [Jor appears suddenly at aperture, with 
tray of cakes, whith he drops upon the stage. 


Pat. Oh, good gracious! there’s Joe! [Runs to|deavoring to avoid one stranger, I should make | 
L. and picks up tray and cakes, which she returns | the acquaintance of another—and a foreigner, too! | 


to JOE. 
Joe. Well! here’s nice goings on! I say, Mr. 


Commander of the Forces, what’s your business |’ 


here ? 


_ Fitz. Only a little war game—imaginary in-'youreceive a lettre for Monsieur Henri Lemaitre? | 


vasion—wilitary manceuvre—that’s all; you're too 


late—it’s all over. [Aside.] Hilloa! ’m forgetting; Mrs. F. [aside.] If my poor dear Dolly were to 
[Aloud to PaTTY.]/|see me eating an ice in the society of a good-look- 
Just keep guard here over the commissariat for a|ing foreigner, he’d be just a little bit jealous, I’m |}. 


the telegram to my wife! 


short time—lI shan’t be long. Exit c. 
Joe. I say, Patty, this sort of thing will never 
do, you know. : 
Pat. Well, Joe, I couldn’t help it—hbe was re- 
-hearsing like. The shop, and the buns, and the 
cakes, and the sugar-sticks, were all in the hands 


of the enemy, and I was being rescued so nicely, | there’s any letter with that name. 


when you must come up and spoil everything. 


Joe. Yes! that’s all very well; but I think the} yet? | 
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What is a man-to do;not express my gratitude for your kindness, in 
with his wife, when she doesn’t know that hej)rescuing me from the importunities of that rude 
has become a member of the Auxiliary Forces, | man, who followed me all the way from the tram- 
Tele-|car to the Jinen-draper’s. 
Ha, ha, ha! 1 positively trem-!thought to get rid of him; but, in a moment, I 
ble at the idea of Mrs. F. finding out that I|found him at my side examining lace collars; and 
have joined the Rifles—with her horror of fire-|he positively had the impertinence to ask me my 


- 
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sooner we get a shop and a cook of our own, the .¢ 
better. 


Pat. Ah! that shop and the cook of our own 


Joe. I don’t know that. 
Pat. [looking off c.] Customers coming! 
[Suddenly closes aperture. 


Enter Mrs. FITZFUDGE and M. HENRI LEMAI- 
TRE, C. They come down C., between tables at 
L. and R. 


Mrs. F’. [speaking as she enters.| Words can- 


Once in the shop, I 


opinion of them. I hastily made a purchase, and 
thought to elude him by leaving at another door. 
Not so—his leering eye was again upon me. I 
walked quickly—he did the same. I slackened 
my pace—so did he. At last, out of all patience, 
I was forced to appeal to some one—you were 
passing, I appealed to you. 

Lem. Oui, madame, and he receive from me 
w Strong box in de eye—von—two, comme ca! 
Permittez moi. [Hands chair.] You vill take a 
chaise ? 

Mrs. I’. [not conversant with the French lan- 


SO SSOH OSS ES SESH SSS OOS SES SSE OSESOS 


Aside.| How very polite! 
[Seats herself at table R., with her back to i. 
Lem. [takes carte from table.) Von glace, 
madame ? 
Mrs. F. One glass! [Pause.] No, nothing to 
drink, thank you. 
Lem. Von glace—c’est a dire, von ice. 
Hands carte to MRS. FITZFUDGE. 
Mrs. F. Oh! thank you. I think I will takea : 
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plait, von lemon cheese and von cake of ice. ¢- 
Pat. One what, sir? | 
Lem. Von lemon ice and von cake of cheese. 
Pat. Ah! you mean a lemon-ice and a checse- - 


Lem. Ah! Si—it is so. [Lait PATTY, ¢. 
Mrs. F’. {aside.] Dear me! to think that in en- 
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Enter PATTY, C., with ice and plate of cakes. She : 
places them on table R., and retires. 


Lem. [to PATTY.) Pardon, mademoiselle, have 


1 
‘ 


Pat. I will see, sir. da C. 


thinking. 
Enter PATTY, C., with letters. 


‘Pat. What name did you say, sir? 
Lem. Lemaitre—Monsieur Henri Lemaitre. 
Pat. (looking through letters.) I don’t think 


’ 


Lem. Est-il possible dat she never’ write not 
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Pat. Stay—yes, the very last letter! 
“M. Henri Lemaitre.” . 

Lem. Ah! dat is me, I tank you ver moche. 
[ Takes letter. 


{ Reads. } 


tranquil, mon coeur. 
; belle Elise, how moche you make me happy by 
dis littler lettre. 
[Kisses letter, breaks seal, and reads. 
Mrs. EF. | aside, looking round. ] 
citable race of people the French are! 


ma belle. (Kisses letter. 

Mrs. F. Oh! A hada her head away. 

Lem. [crosses to R.] 
prie—I must tell you de histoire of dis lettre. 

[Sits at table R., facing MRS. FITZFUDGE. 
Mrs. F. Neda How very confidential! 

Lem. Madame, I must tell to you dat I teache 
de French tong aux dames— 

Mrs. F. [not comprehending.| Sir! 

Lem. Aux dames, madame— 

Mrs. F. [rising.] Sir! 

Lem. 
jeunes dames—tode young ladies—dameis French 
i for lady. ; 

Mrs. F. Oh! French for lady, isit? — 


from ze town—ver nice occupation. 
Mrs. F. Ihave no doubt of it, sir. 


lady vid von beautiful eye— 

Mrs. F. One eye! had met with an accident, 
| perhaps ? 

Lem. Not at all, madame. Vell, I give to her 
| de task, verbe ‘aimer,’ to love, expressif of affee- 
' tion—n’est-ce-pas? 
i Mrs. FF. Very expressive indeed. 


town. 
: Lem. Vell, ven she come to me with de lesson, I 
' take her by de hand. Oh! dat main. 
| Mrs. F. What man, sir? 

Lem. De main—dat is, de hand of ze beautiful 

irl. And I say to her: How you do to-day? your 
fazer and your mozer, how dey do too as well? Ven 
all at vonce, in von moment, de tear fall from de 
eye of ze beautiful girl. 

Mrs. F. How very strange ! 

Lem. Not at all, madame—she not have a mozer. 

Mrs. F. Didn't have a mother ? 

Lem. Non, madame—she die herself ven she 
vos littler girl. 
| Mrs. F. o died herself, sir ? 

Lem. De mozer die herself, and she not see her 

| fazer for some ver long time. 
Mrs. F. Oh, the brute! 


Lem. Brute! Comment, madame—brute ! 
[Pause.] Brute—an horse—a ox— 
Mrs. F. T mean to say her father is no man. 
Lem. Eh? Madame, her fazer is not a 
3: man? 


Lem. C’est vrai—it is true. 


What an ex- | deed, to neglect her pupils in that way. 


Lem. [having read letter.) At tree o’clock. Ah!| Elise, I love you viz all my heart—vill you make 


adame, pardon, je vous! love her now and den? I reply to her, and say 


[ Aside.] | gram, so that’s all right. 
You may thank your lucky stars, Dolly, that your} words, ‘‘ House of Commons—Member’'s ticket— 
Mary Ann never learned French alittle way out of|important debate—Eastern question—don’t: sit | 


_|at table L., with his face to the audience. 


Mrs. F. Not like a man, to keep his daughter 
| shut up at school. — 
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F ee F’. Aud a very pretty French lesson, in- 
ee : 


Lem. She tremble and say: Oh, Monsieur Le- 


Exit Patty, cc. Aside.] Restez:maitre—dat is all she can say—ven in come dat 
[Comes down c.] Ab! ma‘horrible Madame Ticklesvitch. 


Mrs. F. And who is Madame Tickleswitch ? 
Lem. She is de mistress of de school. - 
Mrs. F. And a very pretty sort of mistress in-~ 
Lem. Vell, de next day I say to her: Ma belle 


me a littler vife? She respond, and say dat she 
ver young, some day she willbe more old—vill I 


dat I sall love her toujours, alvays, more and more, 
forever. Den she cry, and say: I vill make youa 
littler vife. ‘ _ 
Mrs. F. What! without asking her father ? 
[Drops her handkerchief in the direction of u. 
Lem. Madame, her fazer care for her not at all, 
she have anoder mozer dat she never sce. | 
Mrs. F. Why, I understood you to say that she 


Comment, madame, aux dames—aux had no mother ? 


Lem. Madame, she have two mozers. 
Mrs. F. Two mothers! 


Lem. Two, madame! Permittez moi. Mozer 


Lem. C’est vrai, madame. I teache de French | nombre von, she die herself ven sho vas littler girl. 
tong to de young ladies at a schvol a littler vay | Mozer nombre two, she is all alive. 


But mozer 
nombre two she never see. | 7 
Mrs. F..Oh, the wretch! married again, has he, 


Lem. Vell, von day dere come to me a young|and keeps his daughter out of the way at board- 


ing-school ? 
Lem. C’est vrai—it is true, madame. 


Enter ADOLPHUS FITZFUDGE, C. 
FUDGE and LEMAITRE continue conversation. 


Fitz. [speaking as he enters.| Off goes the tele- |: 
Just twenty | 


Ha, ha! 


up—shan’t be late—dine out—got the key.” A 
good shilling’s worth, so now fora refresher. { Sits 
JOE ap- 
pears at aperture with a tray of cakes. 

Joe. {aside.} Hilloa there’s that Commander 
of the Forces again! [PaTry enters c., and takes 
tray of cakes from JOE, who points to FITZFUDGE, 
and tries to detain PATTY. Patty gets away, 
and exit C. 
FUDGE. 

Fitz. [looking towards Mrs: FITZFUDGE, who 
ts sitting with her back towards him.  Aside.] 


Hilloa! I ought to be acquainted with that bon- | 


net—and the strings. 
bonnet is exactly that pattern, and—most extra- 
ordinary—Mary Ann’s dress is precisely that 
color! It can’t be! besides, I left her as cozy as 
possible at- Prospect Villa. [Sees the handkerchief 
on the ground, picks it up, comes forward, ex- : 
amines corner of handkerchief, reads.) ‘“M. A. 
F., No. 2.” Gracious goodness! that it should 
come to this. . [Pockets the handkerchief. 
Joe. [aside.] Hilloa! here’sa case for the police! 
Fitz. [aside.] Here’s a pretty predicament! 
What shall I do? Shall I confront them? I 


Vell, von day she: will! [About to rush towards them, thinks sud- 


have to say in de lesson, ‘ aimons,’ ‘let us love.’ | denly of his uniform.| Pshaw! why did I become 
Ah, madame, vat a man can he say, ven a beau-;a Blazer? Stay, Pll reconnoitre the enemy, it 


tifa 


girl say to him, ‘ Let uslove?’ Madame, I let| will give me time to think. Eiseg at table, with his 
fall ze book, and I say to her do—do—do—let us) back to MRS. F1TZFUDGE, ta 


a ee 


Mrs. F1tz- | 


JOE remains and watches Frrz- 


Of course Mary Ann’s | 


es out note-book and 


love. pencil—shouts.| Patty! 
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' my roll at eight! [Rises and backs towards aper- Pat. 
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Mrs. F. [to LEMAITRE.] What a very noisy} Pat. Well, after all, I didn’t see any harm be- 
person that is in the regimentals. — tween them. 
Fitz. [aside.] I shan’t write that down! Fitz. No, pastry-cooks never do. They have 
Lem. I tink he is a fool. eloped. 
Fitz. [bawling.| Come, I say! Pat. Lor’, sir—why, they didn’t go out together! 
Enter Patty, c. Fitz. In such cases they never do. [To Joz,] 
Pat. [to FitzFupGE.] Did you call, sir ?° Are you a married man # 


Joe. Not yet, but hope to be. 
Fitz. No—yes! a bottie of brandy and atumbler! 
ee No brandy: sir—ginger ee or lemonade.| _‘¢4: Then have the feeling of one, and at once 
Fitz. [disgusted.] Gin ger beer or lemonade—| release the very small modicum of coat-tail which 


' at such a time as this, too ! [Parre retires; sees| Military regulation allows me. 
| JOE, who kisses his hand to 


Pat. Why don’t you let go, Joe? 
ter. Exit PATTY, C. ’ 
Lem. Oui, madame. At tree o’clock I sall be|, %2¢ Well, you see, I saw him rob the lady of 


- twite happy. her handkerchief. 
? 
Fite. Hilloa! [Writes.] At three o'clock the| ¥# Peck man can’t rob his wife. 
at bis be quite happy. [Speaks.] Will he? Pat. Certainly not, Joe. 
Ha, ha, ha 
Mrs. F. Whata nuisance that person is, shout-|, 7, [veleases him. ]_ Well, there—how should I 


know ? [Parry and JOE converse. 
ing in that dreadful manner. 
Fite. There! public declaration—lawful part-|, - he ieee pple Prada secon Facer 
ner—domestic cares—nuisance. eer yp] | e#egraph them along the various lines, and shake 


the nerves of the United Kingdom. with the 
ia i = ar true love. wounded feelings of Adolphus Fitzfudge? [Joz 
Fitz. [catching the words.} “Of true love.” closes aperture, and disappears; PATTY exits C.] 


Or shall I seek a respectable broker, transfer my 

ba ary aa lady— interest in the goods and chattels at Prospect 
Fitz. [writing.] Then. the lady— Villa into his hands, pocket the proceeds, and: 
Mrs. F. To whom you are so devoted— seek consolation in the wilds of Central Africa, or 


Fitz. (writing quickly.) To whom you are so|*#Ke it coolly in the Arctic regions ? 


- devoted— _ Enter Miss Exi1za FritzFupGE and Patty, ¢. 


Mrs. F. Will be here at three o’clock ? © 

Lem. Ah! dat happy moment! 

Fitz. [writing very fast.| So devoted—happy 
moment. [Aside.] Confound it! Why didn’t Dr. 
Birch impart to me the useful art of short-hand ? 

Mrs. F. But I must say that I consider run- 
ning away to be very objectionable. [LEMAITRE 
sy Cece ic MRs. pc Alt ed an C. 

Itz. ey’re planning an elopement before my tleman, you say ? 
very eyes! I see my domestic comforts vanish Miss. y | 
one by one! There go my toasted bacon, and Fite, (aside) Cadine Danae orRe ch! 


h! I recollect, there was a French gen- 
ture, shouts.) Hilloa! they're oft! [About to rush 
towards entrance C. JOE seizes him from behind ae pe Ft a pene time since, w with a lady. 


by the tunic. 
Joe. No you don't! ace nae women miss, and I'll tell you his 
Fitz. What the devil ! [ They struggle. 


Miss F. Lemaitre ? 
eo No! the cook, sir, from below. Take it Pat. That’s it, miss. 1know that was his name, 


Fitz. Take what coolly ? | because I had a letter for him. 


: Miss F. And with a lady ? — 
Joe. Don’t say you haven’t got it about you. 
‘Fitz. Got what? Fitz. ,Lanproacking Miss Frrzrupce. ] And | 


: with a lady. 
Joe. Because I saw you take it. i F. [rises.] And has Henri then deceived 
Enter PATTY, C., running in. e? 


' Pat. What’s the matter ? Fitz. He has, my dear; and don’t be alarmed, 
Fitz. The matter! two persons have just left} when I announce to you the melancholy fact that | 


Miss F’. Thank you. As Iam before my time, I 
will take a chair. 

Pat. Certainly, miss. [Places chair jor her] 
Pray be seated. 

{PATTY and Miss FrrzFUDGE converse. 

Fitz. [who has been meditating, suddenly sees 
Miss FITZFUDGE.]. By Jove, there’s a pretty girl! 

Pat. [to Miss FrrzFupGE.} A French gen- 


this place, and I must follow them—or— the very handsome Frenchman has eloped with | 
[Moves forward. |my wife. 
Joe. Raoeate! him.] No you don’t. Miss F. Ah! 
Pat. Not that I am aware of, sir. [Faints ; FITZFUDGE supports her. 


Fitz. Don’t contradict me—I say they have. Fite. Turnover! Patty! Vinegar and water! | 
Pat. If you mean the lady and gentleman who! [Patty runs off c.] ’Pon my life, how very nicely | 
sat there, [points to table R.] they have not been they do this sort of thing. Are you pretty com- 
| long gone. fortable, my dear? [Kisses her. PATTY runs on. 
Fitz. Which way did they go? C., with vinegar and water.) She’s an elegant girl. 
- Pat. Lady to the right, gentleman to the left. | Kisses her apa: 
Fitz. Of course—and they'll turn at corners, and! Pat. Don’t, sir, = mustn’t do that! 
promenade to place of ep pomemen [Desper-| Fitz. Mustn’t I 
aiely.| That lady is my wife. Pat. No, sir. 
Pat. and Joe. Your wife! 


Fitz. Ibeg your pardon. [Seats Miss Frezevpas | ¢ 
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in chair.| It happens to be my duty to console this 
young lady for the loss of her handsome French- 
man; and in a matter of that kind I invariably 
act on the impulse of the moment. [Touches her 
palm with vinegar: ] What a charming little hand! 
[Kisses tt. 
Miss F. reviving. ] Thank you, I shall be bet- 
ter presently. 
Pat. Pll fetch some smelling salts. 
[Runs off c. 
Miss F. [a little revived.| Oh, Henri, ;why— 
why did you not tell me that you ‘only played the 
lover ? 
Fitz. Never mind, my cea ae not of him 
who does not think of you. 
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PATTY runs on C., with smelling salts. 


. Pat. Here, try this, miss. 

Miss F. [takes smelling- botile.] ‘Thank you, 
thank you. | [ Rises. 

Fitz. (to Patty.] Patty, you’re wanted in the 
shop—there’s a hungry looking boy examining the 
buns in a most mysterious manner. [PATTY exits 
c.] Now, my dear, each of us having been wound- 
ed by the same weapon, it is some consolation to 
know that we have the power of mutual condol- 
ence. Who is this—no, I won’t swear—who is 
this very handsome Frenchman ? 

Miss F. He is French teacher at my school, 
and he was so very kind to me, that I loved him. 

Fitz. That is to say, he made violent French 

love to you, and he now, as suddenly, takes his 
French leave. 
_ Miss F.,He was to have been here at three 
o’clock to-day, have taken me to his sister's, and 
we were shortly to have been married. It is not 
yet three o’clock, but I have no hope, I know 
not what to do—I have run away from school. 
[Cries.]__I have no friend. 

Fitz. Yes, you have—you see in mea protector, 
a sworn protector—a man who has sworn to pro- 
tect everything and everybody. Where's your 
mother? — 

Miss F. Alas! she has been dead many years. 

Fitz. Then where’s your father ? 

Miss F’. It is now some vears since I have seen 
my father. I fear that he cares not for me. 

Fitz. The infernal idiot. Let me be a father to 
you. What’s your name, ny fair one ? 

Miss F. [after a pause.| Fitzfudge, sir. 

Fitz. wih a start.) Fitzfudge ! 

_ Miss EF’. Yes, sir. 

Fite. And your Christian name ? 

Miss F. Eliza. 

Fitz. Eliza! -Eliza Fitzfudge ! 

Miss F. Yes, sir; Eliza Fitzfudge. 

| Hite. Eliza Fitzfudge, of Tickleswitch’s school ? 

Miss F. The same, sir. 

cia [starts. ] Here’s another pretty predica- 
ment 

Miss F. Why do you start, sir; do you know 
‘mY. father ? 

Fitz. [astde.] And is this the lovely girl that I 
have been keeping out of the way ever since my 
‘Marriage with Mary Ann? [Aloud.] Know your 
father, my dear—bless you, no one knows your 
| father better than I do. 

Miss F. Oh, sir, let me see him—once, only 
once, let me accompany you as your friend; he 
may not aeve quite forgotten me. I do not think 
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Fitz. Hates you, my dear girl! he has only just 
found out that he loves you dearly. 

Miss F’. Oh! can this be true ? 

oe Can you forgive a parent’s apparent neg- 
lect 

Miss F’. Qh, sir, do not ask me! 

Fitz. [throws himself on his knees.) Then, Eliza 
Fitzfudge, embrace your father. 

Miss F. No! no, it cannot be! 

Fitz. It can! itis! Iam your father ! [Miss 
FITZFUDGE screams, kneels, and embraces her fa- 
ther. Clock in the shop strikes three. 


Enter M. LEMAITRE, in much haste; he stops sud- 
denly behind FITZFUDGE and Miss FITZFUDGE, 
who are locked in each other’s arms in the cen- 
tre of the stage. 


Lem. Morbleu! vat is dis? [Miss FirzFuDGE 
rises, screams and runs down R. C. 

Fitz. [rises.] Hilloa! here’s a start ! 

Lem. { fiercely.| Vat you do vid my vife ? 

Fitz. Before I reply to that question, perhaps 
you'll tell me what you have done with mine ? 

Lem. You mock me, sare—I vill have satisfac- | 
tion. 

Fitz. So will I, and I rather think I’m entitled 
to it first. [Zo Miss FITzFUDGE.] Don’t be 
alarmed. 

Lem. Who is you, sare ? 

Fitz. I reciprocate the impertinence, only more 
grammatically—who are you ? 

Lem. Vat it is to you? 

Fitz. Exactly—what is each to the other? 
There’s nothing like arguing a point quietly. [To 
Miss FITZFUDGE.] Take a seat, dear. [Hands 
chair to Miss FITZFUDGE. ] Now, sir, what sort of 
satisfaction can appease the injured feelings. of a 
man whose domestic comforts have been reduced 
to an indescribable nothing? Eh? 

Lem. Dat is de question—vat satisfaction it is 
you vill give to me, sare ? 

Fitz. Excuse me, the boot happens to be on the 
other leg. I have this day lost a wife. 

Lem. I too, as well, lose a vife to-day. 

Fitz. I beg your pardon—you sacoae to have 
gained one, you have taken mine. 

Lem. 1 take avay your vife?—not.at all. 

Fitz. Wait a minute. [Brings out note-book.] 
Did you not sit there, [points to table k.] with 
a lady, and say that at three o’clock you would be 
quite happy ? 

Lem. Certainement ! 

Fitz. And that that would be a ee moment a 

Lem. Vraiment, monsieur. 

Fitz. And did you not propose to run away 
with the lady ? 

Lem. Non, monsieur. 

Fitz. Beware! importer of French miseries, 
have acare. -. 

Lem. Monsieur, de lady vas annoy ver moche 
by de man in de street, I protect her, she tank 
me, she £ a I see her again not at all. 

Miss F h, Henri! ! is this true ?. 

Fitz. I an believe a word of it. 

Lem. I come here at tree o’clock for ma belle 
Elise, and I find her in your arm. 

Fitz. Of course you do—in my arms, her father’s 
arms. — 

Lem. [astonished.]|. Her fazer ! 
Fitz. Her father. 
Lem. Her fazer ! 


ee ee 


*: 


SALAAAASL ISDA 


POG 44O44046 444644 46464446444 644466464464446444464464465-644444444446446446444644464 464464466664 0 BORO OhObbho hhh nh habhhn hahaha eaahaaahhatad 


PHEPESEEEEOEGE 


sE pecrenenic isles sie sepa ntact een tebe etnnieirariet 
32 PRETTY PREDICAMENTS. : 
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¢ 

Fitz. I said her father. | Lem. [about to embrace FiTZFUDGE.|] My E 

Lem. Est-il possible? Her fazer! fazer ! FITZFUDGE retreats. (|¢ 

Fitz. If there’s the slightest doubt about it, my} Mrs. F. [to on Your father, sir! 
name’s on my Jinen. [Pulls out his wife's hand-;| Lem. Madame, he is de fazer of ma belle Elise |+ 
kerchief.) Look here. [Reads.} “M. A. F.,| Mrs. F: Her father! : 

| No. 2”—Mr. Adolphus Fitzfudge, No. 2. Lem.* And ven I come here to-day at tree |s 

| Lem. [delighted.| Her fazer! my fazer! o’clock, I find ma belle Elise in his arms. 45 

| [Attempts to embrace F1tzFUDGE. | Mrs. F. [astonished.] Adolphus, is this true? | 
Fitz. Babli himself.| Keep off! Fitz. [aside.| Here’s another pretty predica- \¢ 

Miss I’. [crosses over to LEMAITRE.] Oh, Henri!|ment! I hope the last one. ; 

how have I been deceived—then you are true to| Mrs. F. (impatiently.] 1 say, Adolphus, is this , 


% 

' me? [Miss FITzFUDGE and LEMAITRE retire up. | true? ‘ : 
_ Enter Mrs. FitzFuDGE and Party,c. Pattry| Fitz. At ange Who'd be ashamed to own 4 } 
directs Mrs. FrtzFUDGE’s attention to Frrz- | lovely girl like that? [Aloud, and firmly.| Lad- 3 
FUDGE, who is whisking his wife's handkerchief sa Poy fact. | ; 
: 

+ 

+ 

4 


about. rs. F. You do, sir? 

Fite. (despondingly.] When I closed the little}_ 72. Ido; and am proud to acknowledge that 
wooden gate at Prospect Villa this morning, who’d|I am the father of that beautiful work of nature. 
have thought of this? Why didn’t I stay at home| “rs. #’. What, sir? Pad lal 
and nail up the grapevine? ([Ezit Parry,c. |. Fite. Restrain your feelings, my dear, and 

Mrs. F. (coming forward.) Sir, when you have| listen. When you and I first met in the Skating 
quite done with that handkerchief, you will oblige | Rink— 

' the owner by returning it. [Recognizes her hus-| Mrs. F. [sharply.| Tramear. | 
_ band.] Adolphus! is that you? I say, Adolphus!| 7%tz. [midly.] Skating Rink is, I think, a little 
is that you? [ Snatches the handkerchief. |™more aristocratic— 

Fite. jastde.} My wife—now it’s coming.| Mrs. F. [firmly.] I like the truth—tramcar. 
[Aloud.] It is I, madame! Fitz. No one ever heard of love in a tramcar; 

Mrs. F. Madame! what do you mean by mad-| but in a Skating Rink, where love goes round and ‘+ 
ame? And what is all this, [points at his wni-|Tound on wheels—however, you shall have it your | 
form] what means this trifling ? own way. When you and I first met in the Skat- ; 

Fitz. This is not trifling, but rifling, madame!|ing Rink—I mean tramcar—you were a widow? 
You behold in me an eftective member of the} “7s. F. I was. : : 
Auxiliary Forces. Fitz. And so was I—at least, a widower. ‘ 

Mrs. F. A rifleman! Adolphus, you will at| rs. F. You were? ies as. 
once withdraw from the corps. | Fitz. In the course of conversation you dropped |; 

Fitz. Tll be shot if I do. a remark that you would never marry a man with : 

4 
3 
® 
¢ 
; 
4 
q 
q 
q 
¢ 
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Mrs. F. Yow ll be shot if you don’t. Suppose | #0 encumbrance. 
yori. | oe sae " ee r ie ee Teas to lose the widow of my | 
itz. [heroically.} “I go wh itz. , Age 
me!” ! ¥] 7 ene wewe adoration, [whispers] concealed the child. —s_ 
Mrs. F. What would become of Prospect Villa,|__ 447s. F. Oh, Dolly! Dolly! however, I forgive ' 
and who would protect me ? you. : 
Fitz. You could protect Prospect Villa, and| itz. Huzza! huzza! huzza! that’s off my. 
perhaps some Frenchman would protect you.|mind. Eliza, [Miss FITZFUDGE ¢onies down) 
Talking of Frenchmen, you were seen this morn- | here’s a mother for you, embrace her. [Mrs. Frtz- 
ing in conversation with a foreigner, and— . FUDGE and Miss FITZFUDGE embrace. | 2 
Mrs: F. Ah! there he is! [Goes up to Lu-|_ Mrs. F. [to Miss FitzFupGE.] But, my dear, 
MAITRE.] And is this the young lady? [To Miss|I cannot promise forgiveness for running away . 


FITZFUDGE.] How do you do, my dear? [Shkakes|from school. % 
hands.] I shall have a chat with you ase aie Miss F. I think you will, when you know how. 
Fitz. [aside.| Well, that is cool! kind Henri is to me. ! 


Ho SSSHHSHSHHSSHOS 


Mrs. F. This French gentleman was very kind| | 2frs. F. Well, well, we shall see. Certainly, I 
to me this morning. He saw that I was sanoved | think I am justified in saying that he is a.perfect | 
| by the importunities of a rude man in the street; | gentleman. fee pease 

and if my slight acquaintance with him led me to| #2. Then, perhaps, you would like to invite 
listen to a narrative of the circumstances which | the perfect gentleman home to dinner, and then | 
brought him here, my gratitude for his polite con-|the perfect gentleman’s prospects can be dis- + 


' duct must be my excuse. cussed at Prospect Villa. You: manage those 4 
Fitz. [aside.] Why, that was the Frenchman’s|things better than I. Besides, "I have a little . 
story ! business in another quarter. [Zo azudtence. ? 
Mrs. F’. Do you still doubt me ? Ladies and gentlemen, patriotic feeling induced , 
Fitz. Polly? me to become a member of the Auxiliary Forces. 4 

¢ 

¢ 


(Expresses a desire to embrace his wife. |Let us hope that our facings have been gone 
Mrs. F. No, Dolly, not here, and certainly not| through in a satisfactory manner—that we are, 
in regimentals. And now let us have a word or|tolerably good shots—in other words,. that we | 
two with our friends here. [To LeMarrre.] Per-| have hit the mark, and that some little amuse- 
mit me, sir. [Introduces FITZFUDGE.] My hus-| Ment has been afforded by our PRETTY PREDICA- 
band—and he will thank you for yourkind services | MENTS. 
this morning. 3 a THE END. 
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THE FOOL'S REVENGE: 
| HY Drama, in Three Acts. 
BY TOM TAYLOR, ESQ. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS. 


Sadler's Wells, Niblo's Garden, 
London, 1859. N. Y., 1864. 
CTEUCCIO. 00. cocesccccecce Mr. Phelps Mr. Edwin Booth. 
Galeotto Manfredi........ ‘ H. Marston. “ J. Nunan. 
Guido Malatesta....sesses “ Meagreson. ‘ E. 1. Holmes. 
Serafino Dell’ Aquila..... “ FF. Robiuson. ‘' J. W. Collier. 
B are Torelli ........ “Belford. “ B. T. Ringgold. 
Gian Maria Ordelaji...... “ T.C. Harris. “ J. W. Blaisdell. 
Bernardo Ascolti ......++6 « * ©. Seyton. * C. De Forrest. 
| AsCOntO...0.ecsecceee--oee Liss C. Hill. Miss Everett. 
| Francesca Bentivoglio..... Atkinson. “Ada Clifton. 
| Fiordelisa.....2....0-.0+. ‘* Heath. ** Rose Eytinge. 
| Brignttd...cccesssoccsseees “ Hy Marston. “ Mary Wells. 
| Ginevrd.. ..ccvessece e.eee “™ CC. Parkes. Mrs. Reeves. 


Exits AND ENTRANCKS —R,. means Right; L. Left; R. D. Right Door; L. 
D. Left Door; 2 E. Second Entrance; U. E. Upper Entrance; M. D. Middle 
RELATIVE Positions.—R. means Right: Cc. Centre: R. C. 


Door. Tent: 
Right Centre; L. C, Left Centre, &c. The reader is supposed to be on the 
Staye, facing the audience, : 


ACT [I. 


SCENE I.—The stage represents a Loggia opening 

_ on the Gardens of MANFREDI’s Palace; a low 
terrace at the buck, and beyond a view of the 
city and country adjacent. Moonlight. The 
Gardens and Loggia illuminated for a festa. 


NOBLES and LADIES discovered R. and C., and 

| moving through the gardens and loggia. Music 
at adistance. TORELLI and ORDELAFFI dis- 
covered. Enter ASCOLTI, L. 


Tor. -Messer Bernardo, you shall judge be- 
tween us— 

Is Ordelaffi’s, here, a feasting face ? 

I say, ’tis fitter for a funeral. 

Asc. An Ordelaffi scarce can love the feast 
That greets Octavian Riario, 

Lord of Forli and Imola. 

Ord. Because our line were masters there of old, 
Till they were fools enough to get pulled down ! 
I was born to no lordship but my sword. 

Thanks to my stout black bands, I look to win 

New titles, and so grieve not over lost ones. 

My glove upon’t! Vl prove a lighter dancer, 

A lustier wooer, and a deeper drinker, 

Then e’er a landed lordling of you all. 

Is it a wager? 

GINEVRA passes with MANFREDI from L. to R. 

MALATESTA appears L., watching them. 

Tor. My hand to that! There’s Malatesta’s wife, 
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“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some-merit.”"—DR. JOHNSON. 


WORK DIR A | 


NAYS a CHOICE COLLECT oy, ~4 

ss 1ES, | ~~ _*____-__|FARc _ Al 

» ED | COMEDIES, | S88 Ere, | Send) 
| | WITH | = 


CASTS OF CHARACTERS, STAGE BUSINESS, COSTUMES, RELATIVE POSITIONS, &c., 
| ADAPTED TO | . 


THE Ftome PIRCLE, PRIVATE JHEATRICALS, AND THE AMERICAN STAGE. 


Enterod according to Act of Congress, In the year 1878, by Wueat & Cornett, in the Office 
of the Librarian of Congress, at Washington, D. C. 


NO, 41. 


The fair Ginevra. Let’s try lucks with her ? 
Asc. Ware hawk! Gray Guido’s an old-fash- 
joned husband ; . 
Look how he glares upon the Lord Manfredi. 
Each of bis soft words to the fair Ginevra ’s 
A dagger in the old fool’s heart. 
Ord. Sublime! ripe sixty wedded to sixteen, 
And thinks to shut the foxes from his grapes! | 
Tor. The duke, too, for his rival! Poor old man! 
Asc. Let the duke look to it. Ginevra’s smiles 
May breed him worse foes than Count Malatesta. 
[ Whispering.| The duchess ! | 
Tor. Faith, ’tis ill rousing Bentivoglio blood. 
Ord. And she’s as jealous as her own pet gray- 
hound. 
- Tor. And sharper in the teeth. I wonder much 
She leaves Faenza, knowing her Manfredi 
So general a lover. | 
Asc. She leaves Faenza ? 
Tor. So they say: to-morrow 
Rides to Bologna to her grim old father, 
Giovanni Bentivoglio. 
Asc. To complain 
Of her hot-blooded husband ? 
Tor. Nay, I know not— 
Enough, she goes, and—fair dame as she is— 
A murrain go with her, say I. There never 
Was good time in Faenza since ske came 
To spoil sport with her jealousy. Manfredi 
Will be himself again when she is hence. 
Asc. Hush! here she comes. 
Ord. With that misshapen imp, 
Bertuccio. Gibing devil! Ishall thrust 
My dagger down his throat one of these days! | 
Tor. Call him a jester—he laughs vitriol ! 
Asc. Spares nothing: cracks his random scurril 
quips 


Upon my master—great Lorenzo’s self. 


Ord. Do the knave justice, he’s a king of 
tongue-fence ; 
Not a weak joint in all our armors round, 
But he knows, and can hit. Confound the rogue ! 
I’m blistered still from a word-basting he 
Gave me but yesterday. Would we were quits ! 
Tor. Wait! I’ve arod in pickle that shall flay 
The tough hide off his hump. A rare revenge! 
Asc. They’re here—avoid ! [ASCOLTI, ORDE- 
LAFFI, and TORELLI retire up C., and 
mingle with the GUESTS. 
Enter FRANCESCA and BERTUCCIO, R., followed 
by her two WOMEN. 
Fran. [looking off, as if watching, and to her- 
self.| Still with her! changing hot plans 
and long looks ! | 
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Nothing for me but shallow courtesies, 

And hollow coin of compliment, that leaves 

The craving heart as empty as a beggar 

‘Bemocked with counters ! 
Ber. [counting on his fingers and looking at the 

moon.) Moon—Manfredi—moon! 

Fran. Ha, knave! 

Ber. By your leave, Monna Cecca, I am ci- 

phering. 

Fran. Some fool’s sum ? 

Ber. Yes; running your husband’s changes 
Against the moon’s. Manfredi has it hollow. 

It comes out ten new loves ’gainst five new moons! 
Fran. Where do I stand ? | 
Ber; First among the ten; your moon was a 

whole honey one ; . 

Excluding that, it’s nine loves to four moons. 
Fran. You pity me, Bertuccio? 

Ber. Not a whit ; 

I pity sparrows, but not sparrow-bawks. 

Fran. Tread your riddle. I am strong enough 
To right my own wrongs! So Iam, while here. 

Ber. Then stay! 

Fran. My father, at Bologna, looks for me. 

Ber. Then go" 

Fran. And leave him here—with her—both free, 
And not a friend that I can trust to watch 
And give me due report how things go’twixt them! 
Had I one friend— 

Ber. You have, Bertuccio. 

Fran. Men call you faithless, bitter, loving wrong 
For wrong’ssake. Duke Manfredi’s worst councillor, 
Still prompting him to evil. 

Ber. How folks flatter ! 

Fran. How, then, am I to trust you ? 

Ber. Monna Cecca, 

You know the wild beasts that your husband keeps 

Down in the castle fosse? There’s a she-leopard 

I lie and gaze at by the hour together ; 

So sleek, so graceful, and so dangerous! 

I long to see her let loose on a man. 

Trust me to draw the bolt, and loose my leopard. 
Fran. Tll trust your love of mischief, not of me. 
Ber. That’s safest ! 

Fran. I must know how fares this fancy 
Of Duke Manfredi for yon pale Ginevra— 

Mark him and her—their meetings—communings; 

I know you're private with my lord. 

Ber. [with a dry chuckle.) He trusts me! - 

Fran. Here! take my ring: your letters sealed 

with this, ane 

My page, Ascanio, will bring me straight; - 

’Tis but three hours’ hard riding—and at six 

T’m here again. Mark! write not on suspicion, 

Let evil thought ripen to evil act; 

That in the full flush of their guilty joys 

I may strike sudden and strike home. 

No Bentivoglio pardons. . 

Ber. Have acare! - 

Faenza is Manfredi’s! These court flies, 

[Pointing to the GUESTS. 

Who flutter in the sunshine of bis favor, 

Have stings: the pudding-headed citizens 

Love his free ways ; he leaves their wivos alone— 

You play your own head touching his. 

Fran. Give me my vengeance. Then come 
what come may. 

Enough—I am resolved. Now for the dance ! 

They shall not see a cloud upon my brow, 
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reminder! Does she think 
Thatnone butshe have wrongs? Thatnone but she 
Mean to revenge them? What? “ No Bentivoglio 
Pardons.” There is a certan vile Bertuccio, 
A twisted, withered, hunch-backed court buffoon— 
A thing to make mirth, and to be made mirth of— 
A something betwixt ape and man, that claims 
To run in couples with your ladyship. 
You hunt Manfredi—I hunt Malatesta— 
Let’s try which of the two has sharper fangs! 
MANFREDI and GINEVRA appear in the back- 


ground, R. - 
The dike and Malatesta’s wife! [He retires up. 
MANFREDI and GINEVRA come forward, 
MALATESTA watching them, L. 
Man. Not yet! but one more round ! The feast 
is blank - 
For ne when you are gone. The flowers lack per- 
ume, 
Missing your fragrant breath. The music sounds 
Harsh and untunable, when your sweet voice 
Makes no more under-melody. Qh, stay! 
Gin. I am summoned, sir—my husband waits 
forme. ; 
Man. What spoil-sports are these husbands 
__ [aside] and these wives ! 
Per Bacco! I could wish Count Malatesta 
Would lend my duchess escort to Bologna, 
So we were both well rid. 
MALATESTA beckons to GINEVRA. 
Gin. Your pardon, sir. 
My husband beckons. It is I, not you, 
Must bear his moods to-night—I dare not stay. 
Man. I would not bring a cloud to your fair brow 
For all Faenza. Fare you well, sweet lady! 
[He leads her to MALATESTA. 
I render up your jewel, Malatesta ; | 


/See that you guard it as befits its price. 


Mal. Trust me for that, my lord. 

Man. (to GINEVRA.] Sweet dreams wait on you. 

Mal. [aside.] This night sees her safe past Fa- 
enza’s walls ; 

She’s too fair for this liquorish court of ours. 
[Ezeunt MALATESTA and GINEVRA, L. 

Man. A peerless lady ! 

Ber. {coming forward.] And a churlish spouse! 

Man. Bertuccio! 

Ber. * At your elbow, sir,” quoth Satanus. 

Man. Come, fool, let’s rail at husbands. _ 

Ber. Shall I call 


‘| Your wife to help us? 


Man. Out on thee, screech-ow]! | 
Just when I felt my chains about to fall, 
Thou ’mind’st me of my jailer. Thank the saints, 
I shall be free to-morrow, for awhile— | 
I’m thirsty to employ my liberty. 
Come, my familiar, help me to some mischief—_ 
Some pleasant deviltry, with just the spice 
Of sin to make enjoyment exquisite ! 
Ber.. Let ’s see! throat-cutting ’s pleasant—but 
that’s stale ; 
Plotting has savor in it—but ’tis too tedious; 
Say a campaign with Ordelaffi’s band, 
So you may feed all the seven sins at once ? 
. mei a barren hound ! thy wits are growing 


Ber. Aman can’t always be finding out new sins; 


Though my heart ache and burn. I can smile, too, | Think, they’re as hard to hit.on ‘as new pleasures. 
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2 | THE FOOL’S REVENGE. [Act I, Soene 1. 
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Act I, Scene 1.) 


My heau on’t, Alexander had not run 

So wide a round of pleasures as you of sins ; 
And yet he offered kingdoms for a new one. 
You must invoke Asmodeus, not Beelzebub. 

Man. What’s he? 

Ber. The devil specially charged with love ; 
He has more work to do than all the infernal legion. 
There ’s Malatesta’s wife—she ’s young and fair, 
And good, they say; rare matter for sin there, | 
Though ’tis the oldest of them all. 

Man. But show me 
How to win her! She’s cold as she is fair ; 
Ihave spent enough sweet speech to have softened 

stone, 
And all in vain. 

Ber. The monks say Hannibal * 

Melted the rocks with vinegar—not sugar. 

Man. But she is adamant! 

Ber. When all else fails, 

You've still force to fall back on. Carry her off 
From under Guido’s grizzled beard. 

Man. By Bacchus! 

There’s mettle in thy counsel, knave! I'll think 
t 
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ae 2 eer no brains, neither—only strong 
aD 
And hard hearts.” Here come both. 
Enter TORELLI, ASCOLTI and ORDELAFFI, C. 
Man. What say you, gentlemen; may I trust 
your arms? 
Tor. ‘They’re yours in any quarrel. 
Asc. So are mine! 
Ord. And mine! 
Ber. One at a time. You said “arms!” Of 
Torelli | 
You should ask legs! His did such famous service 
In carrying him out of danger at Sarzana, © 
| I think they may be trusted. 
; [All laugh except TORELLI. 
Tor. Seurril knave ! 
But I’) be even with thee. 
Ber. That were pity. : 
A hump would be a sore disfigurement. 
Upon a back that you’re so fond of showing ! 
Asc. This rogue needs gagging. 
Ber. (to AScOLTI.] What, for speaking truth ? 
Lery you mercy—I forgot how ugly 
It must sound to a Florentine embassador— - 
Man. Well thrust, Bertuccio ! 
| Ord. [angrily.] My lord, my lord ! 


The slave is paid to find us wit— 

Ber. [interrupting.] Hold, there!. 
No man is bound to impossibilities— 
Tis a known maxim of the Roman law; 
How, then, can I find wit for Ordelaffi ‘ 

: [Au laugh but ORDELAFFI. 
But look—there’s Serafino—big with a sonnet : 
I must help him to reason for his rhymes— 

Man. Stay ! 

Ber. Not I! You're for finding out new sins ; 
With three such counsellors I am superfluous. 

[ Aside.] The evil.seed is sown—'twill grow—’twill 
grow. [Exit BERTUCCIO. 

Tor. Toad! 


Ase. Foul-mouthed scoffer ! 
Ord. Warped in wit and limb! 
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rope. 
He'll soon forget al) tricks, in the scurvy one 
Of making his grinders meet in our soft parts. 
Man. Nay, give the devil his due ; ifhe hits hard. 
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He hits impartially. I take my share 
Of buffets with the rest. Best cure the smart 
By laughing at your neighbor that smarts worse. 
But about this business, where your arms may 
help me. 3 : 
Asc. Is it an enemy to be silenced ? 
Ord. A castle 
To be surprised? A merchant to be squeezed ? 


Asc. Or aught in which ducats or brains of 


Florence 
Can help ? | 
Man. No. Whowas queen of the feast to-night, 
In your skilled judgment, Messer Gian Maria? 
Ord. Ioughttosay your duchess, fair Francesca ; 
But, if another tongue had asked the question— 
Man. Speak out thy honest judgment ! 
Ord. Not a lady 
In all Faenza’s worthy to compare 
With proud Ginevra Malatesta ! 
Tor. I think I know a fairer—but no matter ! 
Man. I hold with Ordelaffi. Ihave mounted - 
Ginevra’s colors in my cap and heart ; 
But she’s too proud, or fearful of old Guido, 
To smile upon my suit. ’Tis the first time 
I’ve found so coy a dame. — 
Asc. Trust one who knows them— 
The coyest are not always chastest. 


Man. How say you, if I spared her shame of 


elding 

By a night escalade ? 

Ord. [shaking his head.| Carry her off? 
A Malatesta? Were it an enemy’s town— 

Man. Hear him! how modestly he talks! 

Why, man, | 

Since when shrank’st thou from climbing balconies, 
And forcing doors without an invitation ? 

Ord. Oh, citizens, I grant you—but a noble’s— 
One of oursel ves— 

Asc. Remember, Malatesta 
Is cousin to the old lord of Cesena; - 
The affair might breed a feud, and so let in 
The sly Venetian. 

Tor. Be advised, my lord; . 
If you must breathe your new-fledged liberty, 
Try safer game! Old Malatesta’s horns 
Might prove too sharp for pastime! 

Man. Out, you faint hearts ! 
Do you fall off? Then, by St. Francis’ bones, 
Iand Bertuccio will adventure it. 

Tor. Bertuccio! My jewel to his hump, 


1’Twas he put this mad frolic in your head. 


Man. And ifit were? Atleasthe’ll stand by me. 
Perchance his wits may be worth all your brawn. 
Asc. Here comes one who may claim to be con- 
sulted 7 
Upon this business. 
Enter MALATESTA, L. 

Man: [disconcerted.| Guido Malatesta! _ 
Why, how now, count? You left our feast so soon, 
T thought vou warm ?’ the sheets this good half hour. 

Mal. 1 had forgot my duty to your lordship, 

So now repair my lack of courtesy— 
To-morrow I purpose riding to Cesena, 
And would not go without due leave-taking. 

Man. [aside.} This jumps well with my pro- 

ject. [Aloud.] What, to-morrow! — 


Asc. My lord, you give your monkey too much | You ride alone ? 


Mal. No, with my wife. 
Man. [aside.|] The devil! 
ae) 


of this to-night ! 
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THE FOOL’S REVENGE. 


Why, this is sudden—she spoke no word |¢ 
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4 THE FOOL’S REVENGE. [Act I, Scene L 
| Mal. Tush! women know not their own minds, | Enter SERAFINO DELL’ AQUILA, ©. 
_ How should they know their husbands’ ? |Good even to my poet—you walk late! 
Man. But your reason ? Aqu. [ pointing to the moon.] I tend my mis- 
Mal. Your air here in Faenza is too warm, tress: poets and lunatics, 
_ And scarce so pure as fits my wife’s complexion ; | You know, are her liege subjects. 
She'll be better in my castle at Cesena ; Man. They are happy ! 
_ The wallsare five feet thick, and from the platform; Aqu. Why? 
_ There’s a rare view. She'll need no exercise. | Man. They have a new mistress every month, 
_ Man. [aside.] The jailer! [Aloud.] But what} And each month’s mistress no two nights alike. 
says the lady’s will? But jesters can find mistresses, it seems, 
Mal. I never ask that; and so escape all risk | As well as poets. There’s Torelli swears 
Of finding it run counter to my own. | Bertuccio has one, and that you know it. 
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Man. Faenza will have great miss of you both.! Aqu. Iknow he has a rare maid elose mewed up, 
Mal. Oh, fear not—I’ll return; your wine’s too | But whether wife or daughter— 
good Man. Tell not me! 
To be left lightly. Ill be back to-morrow | A mistress for a thousand! But what of her? 
Before the gates are shut. Meanwhile, accept How did you find her out ? 
This leave-taking by proxy from my wife. Aqu. "T'was some weeks since, 
Man. Notso ; Imust exchange farewell with her! Attending vespers in your house’s chapel, 
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To-morrow. ; At San Costanza, I beheld a maiden 
Mal. We shall start an hour ere dawn ; Kneeling before that picture of our lady, 
_ You'll searce be stirring. By Fra Filippo—obh, so fair—so rapt 
| Man. [aside.] Plague upon the churl! In her pure passionate prayers—I tell you, sirs, 
He meets me at all points. [Alowd.] Atleast hope) 1 was nigh going on my knees beside her, 
This absence of your wife will not be long; And asking for an interest in her orisons. 
My duchess cannot spare her. [Aside.] Saints|;Such eyes of softest blue, crowned with such 
forgive me! wreaths | 
_ Mal. When your fair lady wants her, she can send; | Of glossy chestnut hair—a cheek of snow, 
Tll answer for her coming on that summons. Plushed tenderly, as when the sunlight strikes 
' Good night, sweet lords. [Aside.] How crest-| Upon an evening alp, and over all 
fallen he looks! A grace of maiden modesty, that lay 
| Mass! ’tis ill cozening an old condottiere ! More still and snowy round her than the folds 
| Did he think I had forgot to guard my baggage ?| Of her white veil. And when she rose I arose 
Exit. | And followed her, like one drawn by a charm, 
Man. Avourrain gowith him! May the horse; To a mean house, where, entering, she was lost. 
stumble Man. She was alone ? 
That carries him, and break his old bull-neck! Aqu. Only a shrewish servant 
Oh, this is cruel— with my hand stretched out, That saw her to the church, and saw her home. 
To have to draw ’t back empty. I could curse! Man. A most weak wolf-dog for so choice a lamb! 
| Tor. What if I helped you to a substitute Aqu. Methought, my lord, she needed no more 
_ For coy Ginevra? passing her in beauty— guard 
_ One, too, whose conquest puts no crown to risk, | Than the innocence that sat, dove-like, in her eyes, 
And helps withal a notable requital That shaped the folding of her delicate hands, 
That we all owe Bertuccio, you included. And timed the movement of her gentle feet. 
Man. What mean you? Man. You spoke to her? 
Tor. Guess what’s happened to Bertuccio. Aqu. I dared not; some strange shame 
Ord. He’s grown good-natured ? Put weight upon my tongue. I only watched her, 
Asc. Or has dropped his hump ? | And sometimes heard her sing. That was enough. 
Man. He has found a monkey uglier than him-| Jan. Poets are easy Satisfied. Well—you 
self ? watched? 
Tor. No, something stranger than all these! Agw. And then I found that I was not alone 
would be, Upon my nightly post: there were two more; 
If they had happened ; he has found a mistress! | One staid outside, like me, and one went in. 
(All burst out laughing. Tor. True to the letter! I was the outsider; 
Man. My lady’s pet baboon? Bertuccio The third, and luckiest, was Bertuccio ! 
Graced with a mistress ! [He laughs. Man. 'The hump-backed hypocrite ! 
Asc. She is blind, of course ? Ord. The owl that screeched 
_ Ord. And has a hump, I hope, to match his} The loudest against women ! 
| own ? Asc. But it’s certain 
_ What arare breed ’twill be—of two humped babes, | That ’twas Bertuccio ? 
| Like Bactrian camels ! Tor. I can swear to that! 
Man. Bertuccio with a mistress! why, the rogue! Aqu. And I! ; 
Ne’er yet made joke so monstrous, or so pleasant!| Asc. How do you know him 
[ They laugh again. Tor. By his hump— 
Tor. Laugh as you please, sirs—on my knightly | His gait—who could mistake that erab-like walk ? | 
faith I could have knocked my head against the wall, _ 
He has a mistress—and a rare one, too! To think I had been fool enough to trust | 
Nay, if you doubt my word, here comes Dell’ A woman’s looks for once. Dell’ Aquila, 
Aquila— I know, holds other faith about the sex. 
He knows as well as I. Aqu. I would stake my life upon her purity; 
Man. We'll question him. Yet ’tis past doubt Bertuccio is the man, . 
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Act I, Scene 1.) 


The ugly jailer of this prisoned bird. 
Man. Why, that’s enough to make it a mere duty 
To break her prison-house, and shift her kecping 
To fitter hands—say mine. Im lord of the town, 
None else has right of prison here but I. 
Aqu. What would you do? 
Man. First see if she bears out 
Your picture, Serafino—if she do, 
Be sure I will not wait outside to mark 
Her shadow. Shadows may suit pocts—I 
Want substance. 
Tor. She’s meat for Bertuccio’s master, 
Not for Bertuccio. When shall it bo? 
Man. To-morrow 
I’m afree man! Meet me at midnight here. 
Aqu. You would not harm her? Only see her face, 
You will not have the heart to do her wrong! 
Man. What call you ‘‘wrong”? To save so 
choice a creature 
From such a guardian as Bertuccio ? 
He would have prompted me to play the robber 
Of Malatesta’s pearl: let him guard his own! 
Ord. If he resists, we'll knock him over the 
SCONCE ; 
Let. me have that part of the business. 
Man. Nay, I’d not have the rascal harmed ; 
he’s bitter, 
But shrewdly witty, and he makes me laugh— 
No, spare we my buffoon; who does him harm: 
hall answer it to me. 
Tor. ’Twere a rare plot to make the 
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_knave 
believe - | 
i Our scheme stil] held against old Malatesta— 


' That his Ginevra was the game we followed. 
Ord. So give him a rendezvous a mile away; 
And, while he waits our coming, to break open 
The mew were he keeps close his tercel gentle. 
Asc. [aside to MANFREDI.] Ne’er trust a poet. 
hat ifhe betrayed us? 
Man. He’s truth itself; and where he gives 
| his faith, 
Tis better than a bond of your Lorenzo’s. 
e Asc. Swear him to secrecy. 
| Man. (to DELL’ AQuILA.] Your hand upon it, 
| You'll not spoil our sport by breaking to Bertuccio 
What we intend ? 
Aqu. But think, oh, thiuk, my lord, 
What if this were no mistress, as—if looks 
» Have privilege to reveal tlie soul—she is none ? 
Man. Mistress or maid, man, I will not be 
baulked ; 
Tis for her good; I know the sex—she pines 
In her captivity; ll find a cage | 
More fitting such a bird as you’ve described— 
Your hand on 't—not a whisper to Bertuccio ! 
! Aqu. You force me! There’s my hand! T will 
not speak 
A word to him ! 
Man. [taking his hand.] That’s like a trusty 


liegeman : 

Of blind Lord Cupid. Hark—a word with you! 

Reece a and LORDS talk apart, c. 

Aqu. Pll save her from this wrong, or lose myself. 
What tie there is betwixt these two I know not. 
How one so fair and seeming gentle’s linked 
With one so foul and bitter—a buffoon, 
Who makes his vile office viler still, 
By prompting to the evil that he mocks! 
But I will ’gage my life that she is pure— 
And still shall be so, if my aid avail! 
[MANFREDI and LORDS separate. 
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THE FOOL’S REVENGE. 
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Once more, my lord—you’ll not be stayed from 
That you propose ? . 
Man. Unconscionable bard! 
What—when you’ve set my mouth a-watering, 
You'd have me put the dainty morsel from me! 
Go, feed on sighs and shadows—such thin stuff 
Is the best diet for you singing birds; 
We eagles must have filcsh ! 
Aqu. [to ALL.) Good night, my lords! 
[Aside.] Keep to your carrion, kites! She’s not 
for you. [Exit AQUILA. 
Man. But how to get sight of Bertuccio’s jewel ! 
I'd see, before I'd snatch ! 
Tor. Trust me for that ! 
Tam no poet. When I found the damsel 
Admitted such.a gallant as Bertuccio, 
I thought it time to press my suit, and so 
Accosted her on her way from San Costanza. 
Man. She listened ! . 
Tor. Long enough, the little fool, 
To learn my meaning—then she flushed and fled ; 
I followed—when, as the foul fiend would have it, 
Ginevra Malatesta coming by 
From vespers with her train, sheltered the pigeon, 
And spoiled my chase. 
Man. You did not give it up? 
Tor. I changed my plan ; the mistress being coy, 
I spread my net to catch the maid—oh, lord— 
The veriest Gorgon! You might swear none e’er 
Had given her chase before—no coyness there ; 
A small expense of oaths and coin sufficed 
To make her think herself a misprized Venus, 
And me the most discriminating wooer 
In all Faenza. ’T will not need much art 
For me to win an entrance to the house, 
And when I'm in it, it shall go hard, my lord, 
But I find means to get you access, too. 3 
Man. Aboutit straight; at dusk to-morrow night 
Be here, armed, masked and cloaked. 
Ord. While poor Bertuccio 
Awaits our coming near San Stefano, 
A stone’s throw from the casa Malatesta. 
Asc. He’s here! 
Enter BERTUCCIO, L. 
Ber. Not yet a-bed ! 
Since when were the fiend’s eggs so hard to hatch ? 
I left a pleasant little germ of sin 
Some half an hour since: it should be full-grown 
By this time.. Is it? 
Man. Winged, and hoofed, and tailed. 
If proud Ginevra Malatesta sleep 
To-morrow night beneath old Guido’s roof, 
Then call me a snow-water-blooded shaveling. 
Ber. Ha! Tis resolved, then? 
Tor. We have pees our faith 
To carry off the fairest in Faenza— 
Asc. Before the stroke of midnight. 
Ord. ’Twas my plan : 
To gather one by one to the place of action ; 
Lest, going in a troop, we might awake 
Suspicion, and put Guido on his guard. 
Ber. A wise precaution, although it was yours. 
I wronged you, gentlemen ; I thought you shrunk 
Even from sin, when there was danger in’t. 
It seems there are deeds black enough to make 
Even Torelli brave, Ascolti prompt, 
And Ordelaffi witty. But the place? 
Man. Beside San Stefano. 
Ber. The hour of meeting ? 
Man. Half anhour after vespers. There await-us. 
And now, good rest, my lords; the night wanes fast, 
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6 THE FOOL’S REVENGE. {Act IT, Scene 1. | 
| My duchess will be weary. 3 , Tor. By ever and anon giving me leave 
All. [going.] Sir, good night! To come and sun myself in your chaste presence. 
Ber. Sleep well, Torelli. Dream of charginghome}| Bri. Alas, sweet signor! [ Coquettishly. 
In the van of some fierce fight. Tor. [in the same tone.| Oh, divine Brigitta! 
Tor. My common dream. Bri. But I must say farewell. Vespers are over; |+ 
| Ber. ’Tis natural—dreams go by contraries ! My mistress will be waiting—she’s so fearful. ; 
| And you, Ascolti, dream of telling truth ; Tor. As if her unripe beauties were in danger, + 
And, Ordelaffi, that you’ve grown wise ; While your maturer loveliness can walk le 
Tor. And you that your back’s straight, your | The streets unguarded. i? 
legs a match— ; Bri. Nay—I’m a poor, fond thing; Lord }} 
Asc. And your tongue tipped with honey. knows the risk ¢ 
Ord. come, my lords, [ run to let you in. 
Leave him to spit his venom at the moon, Tor. Iwarrant, now, ) 
As they say toads do! [Hzit R. | You’vesomesnug nook where, if your master came, 
Ber. Take my curse among you— 


You could bestow me at a pinch. 
Fair, false, big, brainless, outside shows of men ; Bri. I know none, 


For once your gibes and jeers fall pointless from me! | Unless ’twere here, [lifting arras L. 3 B.| behind 


_ My great revenge is nigh, and drowns all sense. the arras, look! 
Iam straight, and fair, and well-shaped as your- | Here’s a hole, too, whence you could peep to see 
selves ; When the coast’s clear! 


Vengeance swells out my veins, and liftsmy head,| Tor. [aside.| There’s room enough for two. 
And makes me terrible! Come, sweet to-morrow, | [ Sternly.] Brigitta! 


And put my enemy’s heart into my hand, Bri. Signor ! 
That I may gnaw it! Tor. [with feigned suspicion.| How if this had 
served 
For hiding others before me ? 
ACT II. Bri. I swear 


By the eleven thousand virgins— 
ScENE I.—A room in the house of BERTUCCIO,|} Tor. That's 
hung with tapestry; a colored statue of the|Too many by ten thousand and ten hundred 
Madonna in a recess, with a small lamp burn-| And ninety nine! Vouch but your virgin self, 
ing before it ; carved and colored furniture ; a| And T am satisfied. 
carved cabinet and large carved coffers ; in the\| Bri. [ whimpering. ] Alack a-day ! 
centre a window opening on the street, with a\To be suspected after all these years. 
balcony ; behind the tapestry, a secret door com- Tor. Pardon a lover's jealousy—this kiss 
municating with the street, L. 2 £.; @ door R. 2| Shall wipe away the memory of my. wrone, 
-E. @ lamp lighted; a lute and flowers; a|[ Aside.| What will not loyalty drive a man to? 
missal on a stand before the statue; a recess [Kisses her.] There! 
concealed by the tapestry, L. 3 E. Bri. [aside.] He has the sweetest lips! [Aloud.} 


TORELLI and BRIGITTA discovered, C. And now begone, 
Sweet signor, if you love me. 
Bri. Hark, there’s the quarter!—you must| Tor. If, Brigitta! 
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hence, fair signor. Banish me, then, to outer darkness straight ! 

Tor. But a few moments more of your sweet| Farewell, my full-blown rose—let others prize 

presence ! The opening bud —the ripe, rich flower for me. 

Bri. Saint Ursula, she knows, ’tis not my will Bri. Oh, the saints, how he talks! This way, + 
That drives you hence; butif my master found sweet signor! [ Taking akey from her girdle. + 
That I received a man into the house, — /The secret door—the key you found and brought |}. 
’T were pity of my place, if not my life. me vi 

Tor. Your master is a churl, that would condemn | Unlocks it. [Unlocking secret door, L.28. + 
These maiden blooms to wither on the tree. or. [taking another from his girdle, aside.) Else |} 

Bri. Churl you may call him! why, he’d have why did I filch it from you, ; 

the house : And have this, it’s twin brother, forged to-day! 7 

A prison. If you heard the coil he keeps Bri. [getting the lamp.] Vl light you out, and \¢ 
Of bolts, and bars, and locks! Lord knows the lock the door behind you: a 
twitter ‘Safe bind, safe find.” {t) 

T’ve been in all to-day about the key Tor. Good night, sweet piece of woman, 7 
T lost this morning—it unlocks the door I leave my heart in pledge. [Aside.] Now for the RS 
Of the turnpike stair that leads down to the street. duke. [Bricitra holds open the door and + 
Tor. 'Twas lucky I came by just when you lights him down, then locks the door. 4) 
dropt it. Bri. He’s gone—bless his sweet face! ‘To think . 

Bri. Dropt!—nay, signor, ’twas whipped off by what risks j a 
some cut-purse, Men will run that are lovers—and, indeed, $3 

That thought to filch my coin. Weak women, too! Lord! if my master knew. 3. 

Tor. That’s a shrewd guess ! [Getting on her mantle. 4 
He must have flung it from him where I found it, |’Tis lucky San Costanza is hard by— + 
Not knowing [bowing to her] of what jewel it i I should be fearful else. Faenza’s full 5 + 

unlocked Of gallants—and who knows what might befall |} 
The casket! | 1A poor young woman like myself, with nought |; 
Bri. How can I ever pay your pains that | Except her innocence to be her safeguard ! erih: 
brought it back ? | rit R.2E. |¢ 
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Act I, Scene 1.] 


| As al as she has closed the door, the secret door, | Was e’er such boldness! 


C., opens, and TORELLI re-appears. 
Tor. This way, my lord, the dragon has departed. 
Enter MANFREDI from the secret door, L. 2 E. 


Man. ’Tis time—I was weary of my watch. 

Tor. You were alone, at least. Think of my lot, 
That had to make love to a tough old spinster. 

I = had changed parts. Why, good my 
ord, . 

I had to kiss her. -Faugh! When shall I get 

The garlic from my beard? But here’s the cage. 

That holds our bird. We must ensconce ourselves, 

For they’ll be here anon—vespers were over ~ 

Before we entered. | 

Man. Thanks to your device 
Of the forged key. Yet that was scarcely needed ; 
Pve climbed more break-neck balconies than that 

Pointing to window. 
Without a silken ladder! [Looking about.) So 
—a lute— 

A missal—flowers !— 
Than of a mistress! 
I long to see the girl. 
As Serafino painted ? 

Tor. Faith, my lord, 
She’s fair enough to justify more sonnets 
Than e’er fat Petrarch pumped out fur his Laura. 
She is a paragon of blushing girlhood, 
Full of temptation to the finger-tips. 
I marvel at myself, that e’er I yielded 
This amorous enterprise even to you, 
But that my loyalty outbears my love. 

Man. I will requite your loyalty, fear not ; 
But where shall we bestow ourselves ? 

Tor. [lifting the arras from the recess.] In here ; 
The old crone showed it me but now—there’s cover 
And peeping-place sufficient. Hark! they come! 
Stand close, my lord. [They retire behind the arras. 


Enter FIORDELISA and BRIGITTA, R. 2 E. 

Bri. And he was there to-night ? 

Fio. Oh, yes! He offered me the holy water 
As I passed i in. I trembled so, Brigitta, 
When our hands met, I fear he must have 

marked it, 

But that he seemed almost as trembling, too, 
As I was. 

Bri. He! a brazen popinjay, 
Tll warrant me, for all his downcast looks ! 
I wonder how my master would endure 
To hear of such audacious goings on ! 

Fio. That makes me sad. My father is so kind, 
I cannot bear to have a secret from him. - 
Sometimes I feel as I would tell him all: 
But then I think perhaps he would forbid me 
From going out to church; and ’tis so dull 
To be shut up here all the long bright day: 
From morn till dark to mark the busy stir 
Under tlie window, and the happy voices 
Of holiday-makers, that go out and in 
Just as ey please. Look at the birds, Brigitta ! 
Their wings are free, yet no harm comes to them ; ; 
I'm sure they're innocent! And then to hear 
Sometimes the trumpets, as the knights ride by, 


more tokens of a maid 
Well, so much the better ; 
Is she as fair 
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I must have your lute 
Locked up. These girls! these girls! Bar them 
from court, 
And they'll find matter in church; keep them 
from speech, 
And they'll make cat-gut do the work of tongue! 
Better be charged to keep a cat from cream, 
Than a girl from gallants! 
Fio. Nay, but, good Brigitta, 
This gentleman is none. 
Bri. How do you know ? 
' Fio. He never speaks to me—scarce looks—or if 
He do, it is but to withdraw his gaze 
As hastily as I do mine. I’ve seen him 
Blush when our eyes met; not like yon rude man, 
Who pressed upon me with such words and looks 
As made me red and hot—you know the time— 
When that kind lady, Countess Malatesta, . 
Scarce saved me from his boldness. 

Bri. Tilly-vally ! 

There are more ways of bird-catching than one; 

He’s the best fowler who least scares his quarry. 

But I must go and see the supper toward. 

Your father will be here anon! (Zxit BRIGITTA, R. 

Fio. Dear father! 

Would he were here, that I might rest my head 

Upon his breast, and have his arms about me; 

For then I feel there’s something I may love, 

And not be chidden for it. [Lute sounds.) Hark! 
again— 

If I durst answer ! 

How sad he must be out there in the dark, 

Not knowing if I mark his music. { Takes her lute, 
then puts it away.] No! , 

My father would be angry—sad enough 

To have one joy I may not share with him ; 

Yet there can be no harm in listening— 

I thought to-night he would have spoken to me, 

But then Brigitta came—and he fell back ! 

I'm glad he did not speak—and yet I’m sorry— 

I should so like to hear his voice—just once— 

He comes in my dreams now—but he never 
speaks— 

I’m sure ’tis soft and sweet! [Listening.] His lute 
is hushed. 

What if I touch mine, now that he is gone ? 

I must not look out of the casement! Yes— 

I’m sure he’s gone! 

Takes her lute, and strikes a chord, t. 

Man. | aide, lifting the arras.] She is worth 
ten Ginevras ! 

Tor. [holding him back.] Not yet ! 

-Man. Unhand me—I will speak to her! 
BERTUCCIO appears at the door, R. 2 E. 

Tor. My lord, it is Bertuccio! In—quick! 
[BERTUCCIO stands for a moment fondly 
contemplating FIORDELISA—his dress is 
sober and his manner composed. He steps 
quietly Sorwara. 

‘Ber. My own! 

Fo. Nirah suddenly, and flinging herself into 

is arms with a cry of joy.] My father ! 

Ber. [embracing her tenderly.| Closer, closer yet! 

Let me feel those soft arms about my neck, 


And tramp of armed men—[lute sounds without] | This dear cheek on my heart! No—do not stir— 


sometimes a lute. 
Hark ! ’tis his lute! I know the air—how sweet! 
My good Brigitta, would there be much harm 
If I touched mine—only a little touch, 
To tell him I am listening ? ; 
Bri. Holy saints, 
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It does me so much good! Iam so happy— 


These minutes are worth years! 
Fio. My own dear father ! 
Ber. Let me look at thee, darling—why, thou 
growest 
More antl more beautiful! Thou’rt happy here ? 
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Hast all that thou desirest—thy lute—thy flowers?| io. You were with her when she died! e © 
+, She loves her poor old father! Blessingsonthee—| Ber. No! leave the dead alone—talk of thyself— } | 
I know thou dost—but tell me so. Thy life here. Thou heed’st well my caution, girl—- | 
Fio. I love you—* Not to go out by day, nor show thyself i 

~/ Llove you very much! Iam so happy There, at the casement ? a 
: When you are with me. Why do youcome so late,| 0. Yes: some day, I hope, ei 
; And go so soon? Why not stay always here? You will take me with you, but to see the town— | 
4 Ber. Why not! Why not! Oh, if I could! To live|’Tis so hard to be shut up here, alone. ay 
| Where there’s no mocking, and no being mocked—| Ber. [suspiciously and eagerly.| Thou hast not, |. 

_ No laughter but what’s innocent; no mirth stirred abroad ? me hi 
That leaves an after bitterness like gall. Fio. Only to vespers— ei 
Fio. Now you are sad! There’s that black, | You said I might do that with good Brigitta— * ' 

ugly cloud I never go forth or come in alone. , i 

Upon your brow—you promised, the last time, Ber. That’s well. I grieve that thou shouldst 

+, It never should come when we were together. live so close. 
' You know when you're sad, 1’m sad, too. But if thou knewest what poison’s in the air— e 
Ber. My bird! What evil walks the streets; how innocence ie 

I’m selfish, even with thee—let dark thoughts come, | Is a temptation—beauty but a bait | 
_ That thy sweet voice may chase them, as they say | For desperate desires. No man, I hope, 

The blessed church-bells drive the demons off. Has spoken to thee ? 

: | io. If I but knew the reason of your sadness, Frio. Only one. 
Then I might comfort you; but I know nothing—| Jer. [jiercely.] Ha! who? 9 | 
Not even your name. Fio. | know not—twas against my will. 

Ber. Vd have no name for thee Ber. {eagerly.] You gave | 

| But ‘ father.” No answer? , 
Fio. In the convent at Cesena, Fio. No—I fled. : : 

+! Where I was reared, they used to callme orphap.| Ber. [in the same tone.| He followed you? rt 
_ I thought I had no father, till you came. Fo. A gracious lady gave me kind protection, 

And then they needed not to say I had one; And bade her train guard me safe home. Oh, father, | ; 

+| My own heart told me that. If you had seen how good she was—how gently +1] 

; Ber. I often think She soothed my fears—for I was sore afraid— | 

~ I had done well to have left thee there, in the peace | I’m sure you'd love her. i 

3} Of that still cloister. But it was too hard— Ber. Did you learn her name? ) 

_ My empty héart so hungered for my child ! Frio. I asked it, first to set it in my prayers— 

For those dear eyes that look no scorn for me— | And then that you might pray for her. . 
| That voice that speaks respect and tenderness, Ber. Her name? [ Aside, contemptuously.] I pray: 
| KIven for me! My dove—my lily-flower— Fo. The Countess Malatesta. | 

~) My only stay in life! Oh, God! I thank thee Ber. [aside.| Count Malatesta’s wife protect 

¢| That thou hast left me this, at least! [He weeps. my child! | 
¢| io. Dear father! [Aloud.] You have not seen her since ? 

You're crying now—you must not cry—you must} /%0o. No; though she urged me 

not— So hard to come to her, and asked my name, 
| Icannot bear to see you cry And who my parents were, and where I lived. 
| Ber. Let be! Ber. You did not tell her? 

’T were better than to see me laugh. Frio. Who my parents were ? 

| Fio. But wherefore ? How could I, when I must not know myself? 

You say you are so happy here—and yet Ber. Patience, my darling; trustthy father’slove, + 
| You never come but to weep bitter tears, That there is reason for this mystery ! 

And I can but weep, too—not knowing why. The time may come when we may live in peace, 

Why are yousad? Oh, tell me—tell me all! And walk together free, under free heaven ; ; 

Ber. I cannot. In this house I am thy father ;| But that cannot be here—nor now ! eg 

Out of it, what I am boots not to say ; Fio. Oh, when— ; 

Hated, perhaps—or envied—feared, I hope, When shall that time arrive ? 

By many—scorned by more—and loved by none. Ber. [bitterly.] When what I live for 

In this one innocent corner of the world Has been achieved ! 

I would but be to thee a father—something Fio. [timidly.] What you live for ? 

August and sacred! Ber. {with sudden ferocity.| Revenge! 

Fio. And you are so, father. Fio. (averting her eyes with horror.| Oh, do mle 
Ber. I love thee with a love strong as the hate look so, father! 

I bear for all but thee. Come, sit beside me, Ber. Listen, girl— 

With thy pure hand in mine—and tell me still, You asked me of your mother ; ; it is time 

“I love you,” and “I love you ”—only that. You should know why all questioning of her , 

Smile on me—so! thy smile is passing sweet ! Racks me to madness. Look upon me, child ; : 

Thy mother used to smile so once—oh, God! Misshapen as I am, there once was one, 

I cannot bear it. Do not smile—it wakes Who, seeing me despised, mocked, lonely, poor, 

Memories that tear my heart-strings. Do notlook|Lov’d me, I think, most for my misery— 

So like thy mother, or I shall go mad! Thy mother, like thee—just sO pure—so sweet. 

Fio. Oh, tell me of my mother! I was a public notary in Cesena; 

Ber. [shuddering.| No, no, no! Our life was humble, but so happy; thou 

Fio. She’s dead ? Wert in thy cradle then, and many a night 

Ber. Yes. Thy mother and I sate hand in hand mes 
Se 


PAPAS LT ee + tHtFFFbES PFE SPFFE ESS Fad SSS dsss stesso ee 


Digitized  Googless oe : | 


PEELE EPEPPEEE PEPE EEE PE EE EEE EE EEE EEEEE EEE EL EP EEEEEEEEE EEF EF EF44-4 144-066-466 666666604404044 
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Act IT, Scene 1.] 


Watching thine innocent smiles, and building up 
Long plans of j joy to come! 
a [His voice falters—he turns away. 
7 Fio. Alas! she died. 
Ber. Died! There are deaths ’tis comfort to 
look back on. 
| Hers was not such a death. A devil came 
Across our quiet life, and marked her beauty, 
' And lusted for her; and whenshe scorned his offers, 
| | Because he was a noble—great and strong— 
He bore her from my side, by force—and after 
| I never saw her more. They brought me news 
- That she was dead ! 
| F%o. Ah, me! 
= _ Ber. And I was mad, 
For fects and years; and when my wits came 
back— 
If eer Biot ne sey brought one haunting 


That sinbe tae shaped my life—to have revenge! 
| Revenge upon her wronger and his order; 
Revenge in kind; to quit him—wife for wife ! 
| Fio. Father, tis not for me to question with you. 
But think !—revenge belongeth not to man, 
| It is God’s attribute—usurp it not! 
Ber. oe abstinence to him that dies of hun- 


; 
Tell the en wretch who perishes-of thirst, 
There’s danger in the cup his fingers clutcli ; 
. But bid me not forswear revenge. No word ! 
Thou knowst now why I mew thee up so close; 
| Keep thee out of the streets; shut thee from eyes 
' And tongues of lawless men—for in these days 
' All men are lawless. ’Tis because I fear 
To lose thee as I lost thy mother. 
|  Fio. Father, 
Vil pray for her. : 
Ber. Do—and for me. Good night! 
| Fo. Ob, not so soon—with all hess sad, dark 
thoughts, 
, These bitter memories. You need my love. 
| I'll touch my lute for you, and sing to it. 
Music, you know, chases all evil angels. 
Ber. I must go; ’tis grave business calls me 
' hence e— 
| ee ] ’Tis time that I was at my post. [Aloud.] 
My own 
ep in thine innocence. Good, good night ! 
. But let me see you to the outer door. 
| rhe ae a step further, then. God guard this 
{ 
; 


That bee my flower may grow, safe from the 
ight 
Of look or words impure—a holy thing, 
Consecrate to my service and my love! 
Exit BERTUCCIO and FIORDELISA, R. 
Enter, from pia ee arras, MANFREDI and 
Man. His daughter! 
should spring 
From such a gnarled and misshapen stock ? 
Tor. But did you mark how he raved of revenge 
Upon our order? 
Man. By the mass, I think 
That Guido Malatesta is the man 
That played bim the shrewd trick he told the} 
girl of. 
’T was at Cesena, marked you—the time fits— 
That’s why he hounds me on after the countess. 
What! must I be the tool of his revenge ? 
Ili teach the scurril slave to strike at nobles! 


LLI. 
That so fair a branch 


.{It is too reverent: but your safety, lady, 


{In the court’s amorous ear. There is a project 
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Tor. Hark! what’s that ? 
Man. 'Tis outside the window! 
Tor. ({listening.| Yes; 
By Bacchus, some one climbs the balcony ! 
Man. A gallant. 
Tor. In, sir; sec the play played out. 
Man. But I'll not be forestalled ! 
Tor. We’ve time enough. 
[ They retire to the recess. 
Enter AQuiLa, from the balcony 
Aqu. Pardon, sweet saint, if I profane thy 
shrine. 
I watched Bertuccio forth—he passed me close— 
I feared he would have seen me. I have swom 
Not tq betray their foul design to him ; 
And to warn her this means alone is left me. 
Hark! ’tis her gracious step—she comes this way. 
Enter FIORDELISA ; she kneels before the statue of 
the Madonna. 
Fio. Comfort of the afflicted, comfort him !/ 
Turn his revengefu) purpose to submission, 
And grant that I may grow to take the place 
My mother has left empty ia his heart! 
He’s gone! And I had not the heart to speak 
Of the young gentleman who follows me. | 
He asked if any spoke to me—TI told 
The truth—he never spoke to me. 
[Turning round and seeing agua | 
[In great terror.| Who's there ? 
Brigitta! help! 
Aqu. Silence! but have no fear— 
I am not here to harm you—do not tremble. 
I would die, lady, rather than offend you. 
Fio. Oh, sir, how came you here ? 
Aqu. I knew no other way 
But by the balcony. Desperate occasions | 
Dispense with ceremony. My respect 
Is absolute. Fear not: I am not here 
To say, ‘‘I love you,” nor to tell you how 
For months your face has been my beacon star. 
My passion never would have found a tongue, 


[ Listening. 


I can be bold for that. 
Fio. My safety ! 
Aqu. Threatened 
With desperate danger. Think you one so fair 
Could even pray in safety in Faenza ? 
You have been seen; your beauty hath been buzzed 


To scale your balcony to-night. 
Frio. Oh, father ! 
Aqu. He cannot save you—what were his sole 
strength 
Against the bravos that the duke commands 
For any deed of ill! My arm and sword 
Are stronger than your father’s, and are yours 
As absolutely. And yet what were these? 
I could die for you—but I could not save you. 
Fio. What shall I do? . 
Aqu. Have you no friends—protectors, 
To ae — might betake yourself ? 
. Alas 


I am ae stranger here. 
Aqu. Think—have you none? 
Fio. Ha!—if the Countess Malatesta— 
Aqu. What? 
You know her ? 
Fio. She once rescued me from insult 
Of a rude man, and promised help whene’er 
I chose to seek it. 
Aqu. She is good and pure, 


i 
| 
i 
| 
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And powerful, moreover. That’s the chief. 
Go to her straight—you have no time to lose. 
Midnight is fixed for their foul enterprise. . 


[Act II, Scene 3. 


Or my girl’s angel face and innocent tongue 
Had shaken even my steadfastness of purpose! 
And Malatesta’s wife has done her kindness— 


Fio. But how to find the house? And then the|I would that she had not! But what’s such slight 


streets - 
Are dark and dangerous. I’ve but our servant, 


Aqu. Not a word toher! She’s false. 

Fio. aside.] Were this a stratagem ! 

Aqu. I see you doubt me, 
I know you have good cause to doubt all men. 
Oh, could I bare my heart, and show you there 
Your image set amongst its holiest thoughts, 
Beside my mother’s well-remembered face— 


eyes 


God and his saints ! 
That I have spoken ! 
To trust me; but if not, I will stay, 
And die in your defense. 
Fio. Sir, I will trust you! 
And heaven so deal with you, as you with me. 
Go with me to the Countess Malatesta— 
I’ll seek the shelter of her roof to-night ; 
To-morrow must bring counsel for the future. 
Aqu. Oh, bless you for this trust! 
— quick—but softly— 
Put on your veil—fear not—I am your guard, 


Lady, it is the truth 


¢| Your slave, your sentinel. I cravg no guerdon— 


Not even a look! Enough for me to save you. 
[Exit FIORDELISA and DELL’ AQUILA. 


following him.) Why did you hold me 
back? Our project’s marred. 
This moonstruck poet bears away the prize, 
And I am fooled. 
Tor. Nay; trust my cooler brain. 
Tl follow him to Malatesta’s. Sure 
He'll give her shelter. © : 
Man. In his lady’s absence ? 
Tor. Even so. The old ruffian can be courteous, 
When there’s a pretty face in question ! 
‘Man. Let him! 
I'l] break his house, or any man that dares 
Set his locks in the way of my good pleasure ! 
Tor. Why not? ‘Twill give a double pungency 
To our revenge upon Bertuccio. 
We only looked to keep the foul-mouthed knave 
Out of the way, while we bore off his pearl ; 
But now we'll use him for the robbery. 
He shall see us scale Malatesta’s windows ; . 
But she whom we bear thence, mufiled and gagged, 


ter ! a 
Man. Arare revenge! and so this brain-sick poet 
And my curst jester may console each other. 
Watch them to Malatesta’s! T’ll to our friends, 
And find Bertuccio by San Stefano. 
[Exit by secret door, L. 2 E. 


ScENE II.—A Street near the Church of San Ste- 
Jano; stage dark. 
Enter BERTUCCIO, L., cloaked and masked. 
Ber. The hour has struck—they will be here 
anon— 
Trust them to keep tryst for a villainous deed. 
I had need to whet the memory of my wrong, 


Can you trust me? I'll lead you to the countess. | Of my intent! 


Shall be the hunch-backed scoffer’s pretty daugh- |: 


service 
To my huge wrong? Let me but think of that! 
I grow too human near my child. I lack 
The sharp sting of court scorn to spur the sides 
With her I’m free to weep— 
With them I still must-laugh—still be their ape, 
To mop, and mow, and wake their shallow mirth. 
True, I can sometimes bite, as monkeys do. 
They’ll make mirth of that, too! Oh, courtly sirs! 
| Sweet-spoken, stalwart gallants ! if you knew 
The hate that rankles underneath my motley— 


Could truth speak with the tongue, look from the |The scorn that barbs my wit—the bitterness 


That grins behind my laughter—you would start, 


You would not doubt me! What can oaths avail ?| And shudder o’er your cups, and cross yourselves 
He who could cheat you, would not fear to cheat | As if the devil were in your company ! 


Once my revenge achieved, I'll spurn my chain, 


May heaven give you faith | Fool it no more—but give what’s left of life 


To thought of her I’ve Jost, and love of her 
That yet is left me. 
Enter MANFREDI, ASCOLTI and ORDELAFTI, 
masked and cloaked. 
Man. Hist, Bertaccio! 
Ber. Here, gossip Galeotto, you are punctual— 
Ascolti, too—grave Signor Florentine, 


Come—| We’ll show you how the gallants of Faenza 


Treat graybeards who aspire to handsome wives. 
Remember your beard ’s grizzled—and beware. 
Asc. I a stand warned. You have the ladders 
here 
Ber. The lackeys wait in charge of them hard by. 


Man. Mhradia) Jrom behind the arras, TORELLI | But where ’s Torelli? we shall want his help. 


Ord. Pshaw! our three swords are plenty. 

Ber. Cry you mercy ! 
’Tis not Torelli’s sword we want. 

Ord. What then? | 

Ber. His marvelous quick sense of datiger, man. 
Stick to his skirts—TU answer for ’t you're safe. 
Perhaps he smelt some risk of buffets here, 
And so has ta’en him home to bed. . 

Man. Awa 


y 
Towards Malatesta’s house—’twas there he prom- 


ised 
To weet us. .Sirrah, fool, be it thy post 
To hold the ladder while we mount—and see 
Thou play’st us no jade’s trick, or ware the whip! 
Ber. Fear not, magnanimous gossip—do your 
work 
With as good will as Ido mine. The countess 
Sleeps in the chamber of the balcony 
Which rounds the angle of the southern front; 
I came but now by the palace—all was quiet. 
Man. Set on them cautiously—use not your 
swords, : 
Unless on strong compulsion ; blood tells tales, 


| Aud I want no more feuds upon my hands. 


[ Brevunt R. 


ScENEIII.—Exterior of the Palace of MALATFSTA, 
with street. The flat exhibits the corner of two 
streets. The Palace of MALATESTA is on a set 
piece, L. U. E. A window on the first floor, with 
a balcony practicable. Night. 

Enter FIORDELISA and DELL’ AQuitLa, followed 
by TORELLI at @ distance. Through the scene 
between FIORDELISA, DELL’ AQUILA and MAlL- 
ATESTA, TORELLI watches and listens behind a 
projecting piece of masonry. 
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Act II, Scene 3.] 


: That ’twas 


Aqu. Be of good cheer—this is the house—I’ll 
knock 


And summon forth the count. 

Fio. Oh, sir! what thanks 
Can e’er repay this kindness ? 

Aqu. But remember 
Who ’twas that did it; Iam 

Fio. Yl pray for you after my father. 

Aqu. They come! 

Enter a SERVANT from house. 

Serv. Two strangers who crave instant speech 
Of the Count Malatesta. cate SERVANT. 

Agu. And I should see your father ! 

Fio. Then you know him ? 

Aqu. Yes. : 

Fio. And his business—occupation? [He bows. 
Sadly.] ’Tis more than I do, sir, that am his child. 
I do not even know his name. 

Aqu. What he 


[ Knocks. 


thanked enough. 
Hark! 


Keeps secret from you ’tis not mine to tell ; 


'Twere well you should not question him too 
closely ; : 
He shall learn you are safe. 
Fio. And tell him, too, 
you saved me, sir. Promise me that. 
Enter MALATESTA, L. 
Mal. Who is it would have speech of Malatesta ? 
Aqu. You know me, count ? * 
Mal. Dell’ Aquila, well met! 
But your companion? [Aside.] Ha! a petticoat! 
So ho, my poet! | 
Aqu. Pardon, if I pray 
This lady’s name may rest a secret, count ; 
She is in grievous danger—one from which 
Your house can shelter her. She owes already 
Your countess much, for good help given at need, 
So craves to increase the debt. 
Mal. My house is hers, 
But she should know my countess is not here. 
Fio. Not here! 
Mal. But if she dare trust my gray hairs, 
She shall have shelter. 
Aqu. Nay, she cannot choose. 
Mal. Vil give her my wife’s chamber, if she will! 
Her woman to attend her. = 
Aqu. All she needs . 
Is your roof’s shelter for the night ; to-morrow 
Must see her otherwise bestowed. r 
Mal. Go in, 
Fair lady; my poor house, with all that’s in it, 
Is at your service; had my wife been here, 
You had had gentler tendence; as it is, 
I'll lead you to her chamber, and there leave you. 
Tor. ({aside.| Now to the hunters: I’ve marked 
down the deer. (£zit TORELLI, L. U. E. 
Mal. (to AquiLa.] You will stay and crush a 
cup with me ? 
Aqu. No—not to-night. [To FIORDELIsA.] Did 
you not well to trust me ? 
Farewell; think of me in your prayers! 
Frio. T cannot 


Choose but do that, sir. [Aside.] Oh, the thought: 


of him 
Will come, henceforth, betwixt my prayers and 


heaven ! 
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Now to seek out Bertuccio, and tell him | 
The danger she has ’scaped, and thank the saints 
That made me her preserver. 

[Exit DELL’ AQUILA, R. 

Enter, cautiously, L. U. E.. BERTUCCIO, MAN- 
FREDI, ASCOLTI, ORDELAFFI and TORELLI, 
with SERVANTS carrying ladders. 

Man. Softly, you knaves! with velvet tread, 
- like tigers. 
Ber. Say, rather, “ cats.” 
[A light appears at the window, L. 2 E. 
Tor. Which is the balcony ? 
Ber. [ pointing.| That. I have noted in this 
summer weather — 
The window’s left unbarred. 
Asc. Ha, there’s a light ! 

If she were stirring ? 

Ber. What an’ if she were ? : 

A sudden spring, a cloak flung o’er her head : 

If she have time to scream you are but bunglers. 
Man. My cloak will serve. [Zakes it off. 
Asc. If she alarm the house 

It, might go hard with us. 
Ber. Oh, cats that long | 

For fish, yet fear to wet your feet! I'll shame you. 

Let me mount first. Give me your cloak, Galeotto! 
Man. By your leave, fool, Pll net my own bird. 

Back 

Hold thou the ladder—that is lackeys’ work, 

And fits thee best. Ascolti and Torelli, 

Guard the approaches! I and Ordelaffi 

Will be enough to mount and snare the game. 

[Lhe light is extinguished; the SERVANTS 
set a ladder to the balcony. 

Ber. [holds it.] All’s dark now—up! 

Man. Why, rogue, how thy hand shakes. 


Is’t fear ? 

Ber.. Tis inward laughter, Galeotto. 

To think how blank Guido will look to-morrow 

To find the nest cold, and his mate borne off. 
oem eat mounts the ladder, followed by 

RDELAFFI. They enter the balcony. BER- 
TUCCIO eagerly listens.] Ha! they are in 
by this time! Cautious fools! 

I had done ’t myself in half the space! So, Guido, 

You ave your young wife well, they say; that’s 

rave. 

MANFREDI and ORDELAFFI appear on the bal- 
cony, bearing FIORDELISA in their arms, mufied 
in MANFREDI'’S cloak—she struggles, but cannot 
scream. ORDELAFFI descends Jirst—MANFREDI 
hands FIORDELISA to him—they come down the 
ladder. 

‘Ber. ’Tis done! 
Man. Away, all—to my garden-house, 

There to bestow our prize! [Hxveunt MANFREDI 
and ORDELAFFI, L. U. E.—the SERVANTS 
carry off the ladder. 

Ber. Now, Malatesta, 
[Shaking his fist at the house. 

Learn what it is to wake and find her gone, . 

That was the pride and joy of your dim eyes— 

The comfort of your age! I welcome you 

To the blank hearth—the hunger of the soul— 

The long dark days and miserable nights! 


[Exit MALATESTA, L., leading in FIORDELISA. | These you gave me—I give them back to you! 
Agu. His child! Since when did grapes grow /|I, the despised, deformed, dishonored jester, 


upon thistles ? 
And yet I’m glad to know the tie that binds 
The two together such a holy one! 
Sweet angel—sister angels guard thy sleep! 


Have reached up to. your crown, and pulled it down, 
And flung it in the mire, as you flung mine! 
Now, murdered innocent, thou art avenged ! 

But I have private wrongs, too, to repay: 
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12 THE FOOL’S REVENGE. [Act TH, Scene 1. 
This proud Manfredi—he you spat upon, To hear a genuine judgment of myself! 

He you spurned such a day, set in the stocks, [Zo her.| They said— i | 
Whipped— xe is even with your mightiness ! Fio. That he was cruel, bold, unsated 

Here is Francesca’s ring; and here the letter In thirst for evil pleasures: it was odds ¢ 
To tell her that her vengeance, too, is ripe. Whether more feared, or hated, in Faenza. 
The blow shall come from her; but mine’s the hand| Jaz. [aside.] Trust the crowd’s garlic cheers 
That guides the dagger’s point straight to his heart. and greasy caps! - : 
I ecannot sleep! Tl walk the night away : The knaves shall know me worse ere they have 
It is no night for ne—my day has come! done. 


[EHaxit R. |[Aloud.] [thank you, pretty one—I am the duke! 
: == Fio. Then heaven have mercy on me! : 
P Man. If report 
ACT III. Speak truth, your prayer were idle! but report 
SCENE.—A Room in the Garden-house 0, GALE-|Is a sad liar. Do I look the ogre 
oTro MANFREDI, decorated with arabesques in|'They painted to you? Nay, my fluttered dove, 
the style of the earlier Renaissance. Folding | Smooth but those ruffled feathers—look about you! 
doors at the back, communicating with an inner |Is this so grim a dungeon? Was your couch 
chamber ;. side entrances R. and L., covered by| Last night so hard—your ’tendance so ungentle? 
curtains; a table, and chairs of the curule form. | 1 i Ae Drone fairest—not you mine. 
To ge ie ee ee , ; 10. en let ine go. , 
| Enter FIORDELISA, from R. Man. Not till vou ibve at least, 
Fio. [pressing her hands to her temples.) Where| What you will lose by going. All Faenza 


— aml? . Is mine—and she I favor may command 
What has happened? Let me think! Whate’er Faenza holds of wealth or pleasure. 
Those men! ‘That blinding veil! The fresh} py pour them at her feet—and after fling 
night air Myself there too, to woo a gracious word! 


That struck upon my face. Then a wild struggle, | What’s life, ungraced by love ?—a dismal sky, 
In strong and mastering arms! ‘Then a long} Without sun, moon or starlight! ‘Tis a cu 


Falsehood could ne’er have found such words, | To shine in princely robes—to grace a crown. 


such looks. I would set thee in mine. [Approaching her. 
Father! Oh, when he comes and finds me gone! Fio. Stand back, my lord. 


blank— Drained of the wine that reddened in its gold! | 

I must have fainted: when I woke I lay A lute shorn of its strings—a table stripped 
On arich couch in that room. Has he brought me! Of all its festal meats !—mere life in death! ibe 
Into the very danger that he said A jewel like thy beauty is not meet : 

_ He came to take me from? Oh, cruel! No, To be shut in a chest ; it should be set : 
t 


I must go hence! [Looking round.| That door! Man. Why, little fool, I would not harm a hair rt: 
[She runs to side entrance, L.] ’Tis locked! On thy fair head. Think what thy life has been: « 

_ [Shaking door.| Help, help! How dull, and dark, and dreary! It shall be — : 
How dare they draw their boltsonme? My father} As bricht. and glad, and sunny as the prime 
Shall punish them for this! Iwill go forth! [Shakes| of anmnier flowers Y Only repel not joy te ‘ 

door again—the door opens from without.] | Because it comes borne in the hand of Love! _ am 
Atlast! Fio. Oh, you profane that name! Is love the } 
Whoe’er you are, sir, help me hence! friend + 
Enter MANFREDT, L. Of night, and violence, and robbery ? | ! 
Take me back to my father! He will bless you, | Let me go hence, I say—I have a tather | 
Reward you. Who’ll make you terribly abye this wrong, en 
Man. Nay, your own lips must do that. Lord as you are! 
Fio. Oh, they shall bless you too, sir! Man. Your father! By the mass, | 
Man. 'To be blessed She makes me laugh! Yourfather, girl! Bertuccio! « 
With that sweet mouth were well—yet scarce} io. That I should learn my father’s name from 
enough. : him ! 
Frio. Oh, sir, we waste time. Set what price, Yes, duke, my father! 
you will Man. Why, he is my slave— 
On the great service, I am sure my father A thing that crouches to me like my hound, } 
Will pay you. [MANFREDI relocks the door. \To beg for food or deprecate the lash— 
Man. If we’re to discuss your ransom, My butt—my whipping-block—my fool in motley. 
’T were fairest we should do it with closed doors—| io. It is not true. This is a lie, like all 
The terms can scarce be settled till you know That you have said. Let me go forth, I say. 
Your prison, jailer, in what risk you stand. Man. Yowre in my palace. Here are none but 
First, for your prison—know you where you are? those 
Fio. No. To whom my will is law; your calls for help 


Man. In the Duke Manfredi’s palace. Next, | Will only bring more foree—if I could stoop 
Know you your jailer ? . . |To use force with a lady— 


Fio. Who? Fio. Then you have 
Man. Manfredi’s self. Some manhood in you. “Look, sir, at us two: 
Iio. [wringing her hands.| Woe’s we! You are aduke, you say—your power but bounded { 
Man. What! Is the news so terrible ? By your own will. I am a poor weak girl, 
t rio. Vve heard Brigitta, and my father, too, | E’en weaker than I knew, if what you say 
Speak of the Duke Manfredi. Touching my father be the truth. What honor 
: Man. [aside.| Here’s a chance Is tobe wononme? Yet wonitmaybe, 
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Act IT, Scene 1.) 


By yielding to my prayers to be set fee 

To be sent home. -Qh, let me but go hence 

As I came hither ; I will speak to none 

Of this night’s outrage—even to my father. 
Man. Ask anything but this. 
Fio. Nothing but this! 

You have a wife, my lord—what if she knew ? 
Man. The more need to take care that you tell 

her not ! 
Come, little one, give up these swelling looks, 
Though they become you mightily. 


[Approaching her. 
Fio. Stand off! [He pursues her, she flies. 
Help! help! [Running to the c. door. 


Adoor! ha! [She forces it open, rushes in, and 
closes tt violently. 
Man. (locking it outside.] Deeper in the toils! 
(Laughs. 
The lamb seeks shelter in the wolf’s own den! 
Tor. [at L. door, outside.] My lord! 
Man. [unlocks the door.} Torelli’s voice! how 
now, Torelli ? 
Enter TORELLI, L. 
Tor. My lord, the duchess is returned. 
Man. Why, man 
The news is stale ; the duchess has been here 
These five hours ; she arrived, post haste, ere 
sunrise. 
She must have ridden in the dark. "T'was that 
Prevented me from making earlier matins 
Before my little saint here. 
Tor. Do you know 
What brought the duchess back so suddenly ? 
Man. Some jealous fancy pricked her, as I judge 
From her accost when we encountered first ; 
And, as I gathered, she suspects contrivance 
Betwixt me and the Countess Malatesta. 
’Twas a relief, for once, that I could twit her 
With groundless fears. I told her Malatesta 
Rode yesterday with his lady to Cesena, 
And, for thore proof, repeated what he said, 
That on my wife’s least summons ahe’d return ; 
So she has summoned her, in hopes, no doubt, 
To catch me in a lie. Her messenger 
Rode to Cesena just at daybreak. Soon. 
We may look for him back, bringing, I hope, 
Ginevra Malatesta. 
Tor. This is rare. 
So falls she off the scent, and leaves you here 
To follow up your game ‘with Fiordelisa. 
Man. Even so: lexcused me from her presence 
By work of state, for which to this pavilion 
I had summoned you and the Envoy of Florence— 
Said work of state being no less a one 
Than to Jend me your presence at the banquet 
I mean to offer our fair prisoner. 
Bid Ordelaffi and Ascolti hither, 
And send my men with fruits, and wines, and 
sweetmeats, 
All that is likeliest to, tempt the sense 
Of this scared bird. 
Tor. How did you find her, sir : 
Man. Beating her pretty wings against the bars, 
Still calling for her father. Shrewdly minded 
To peck, instead of kissing, silly fledgling ! 
But I will tame her yet, till she shalI come 
To perch upon my finger. 
Tor. Where is she ? 
Man. — the inner room, whither she fled but 


Fear cot t turned the key on her; she’s safe. 
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Tor. Yl send what you command, and warn the. 


rest 
That you attend them. Good speed to your woo- 
ing. {[£xit TORELLI, by entrance L. 
Man. Now for my prisoner ! BY gentle means 
To gain her ear. Asmodeus, tip my tongue 
With love’s persuasion. [Exit into inner room, c. 
Enter the DUCHESS FRANCESCA, masied, and 
BERTUCCIO, who has resumed his fool’s dress, R. 
Fra. [wnmasking.] Was't not Torelli went 
hence even now ? 
Ber. By the great walk? I think it was. Be sure 
He saw us not in the pleached laurel alley. 
Fra. Then you still bear me out, my husband 
lies— 
That Malatesta’s wife has mot gone hence ? 
Ber. Trust a fool’s eyes before a husband’s 
tongue ! 
I say again, I was at hand last night 
When your lord bore from Malatesta’s house 
Said Malatesta’s wife. I saw the deed. 
I heard the order given to bring her hither. 
Fra. Then ’twas by force, not by the lady’s will, 
She came ? 
Ber. Force? Quotha—force ! How many ladies 
Have had to bless the ‘ force” that saved their 
tongue 
An awkward “yes.” See you not what an answer 
“Force” finds for all? It stops a husband’s mouth ; 
Crams its fist down the town’s throat; nay, at a 
pinch | 
Perks its sufficient self in a wife’s face. 
Commend me still to “‘force.” It saves more credits 
Than é’er it ruined virtues. After folly, - 
I hold force the best mask that wit has found 
To mock the world with ! 
Fra. There’s weight in that. 
This violence would stand her in good stead, 
Were she e’er called in question! Then what 
matter, [BERTUCCIO, who has been moving 
round the room, stops opposite c. D. 
So I be wronged, if ’tis by force or will? 
Would I had certain proof! 
Ber. Ha! You want proof? e 
Come here— [The DUCHESS approaches him. 
Stand where I stand. Now listen—close. 
Fra. [listening at door.] My husband's voice 
in passionate entreaty ! - 
Ber. Only his voice ? 
Fra. starting. ] An answering voice! a wo- 
man’s ! 
These are your state affairs, my. gracious duke ! 
Ber. If you your have more proof, I'll bring 
you wher 
You shall helt” his humble tools in last ee 
business 
Discuss the deed—all noble gentlemen— 
Who'd pluck my hood about my ears, if I 
Durst hint a doubt of their veracity. 
Fra. Do so—and if they bear thy story out, - 
I know ny part. 
Ber. What, tears? 
Fra. Tears! Death to both! 
Ber. ae oo His guards are faithful. Can 


you 
A hand to do the deed ? 
Fra. I trast my own. 
Ber. Women turn pale at blood. Your heart 
may fail you, 
When the time comes to strike. 
Fra. Daggers for men. 


rn, 
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I know a surer weapon. 
Ber. [creeping up to her and whispering.) Poison? 
Fra. [putting her finger on her lip.| Hush! 
The Borgia’s physician gave it me! 
| It may be trusted! 
Ber. [settharcwing, aside.| My she eae g 
loosed ! (Exit BERTUCCIO, L 
Fra. [still at c. D., listening.) Past doubt a 


| How wellI know the soft, smooth, pleading voice— 
' The voice that drew my young heart to my lips, 
| When at my father’s court I plighted troth 
' To him—and heto me! Ob, bitterness! 
Now spurned for each new leman of the hour ! 
Oh, he shall learn how terrible is hate 
That grows of love abused. 
[Taking a phial from her bosom. 
| Come, bosom friend, 
That hast lain cold, "of late, against my heart— 
As if to whisper to it, ‘‘ Be thou stone 
When the time calls for me.” [Looking at the phial. 
Each drop’s a death! 
What matter who she be? Enough for me 
That she usurps the place that should be mine 
In Galeotto’s love! Hark! some one comes. 
[ She conceals the phial and resumes her mask. 
Enter two CHAMBERLAINS with white wands, L., 
followed by ATTENDANTS bearing a banquet, 
and pass into the inner room. After them a 
PAGE, with wine in a golden flagon—goblets, 
Fruit, etc., on a salver. . She stops him as he ts 
going through the folding doors. 
Hold, sir; set down your charge. 
Page. By your leave, madame, 
’Tis for my lord. 
Fra. Since when was that an answer 
To give thy lady ? [Removes her mask. 
Page. (aside. ? Tis the duchess ' { Respectfully. | 
Pardon— 
I knew you not. 
Fra. Enough, sir—set it down, 
And wait without till I bid thee bearin. [Hit 
ae L., @fter placing the salver on the 


a . 


—_—— 


What need of further proof? Is’t heaven or hell 

That sends this apt occasion? Galeotto, 

I warned thee in the spring-time of our loves, 

This hand could kill as easy as caress ; 

You pe rate and took it in your ampler palm, 

And said that death were pleasant from such white 

And taper fingers. Try it now! [She pours some 
of the contents of the phial into the flagon of 
wine. 

Tis done !. 

Re-enter BERTUCCIO, L. 
Ber. Hide here, madonna. 
ships come! 

I met them on the way—so brave and merry— 

My gossip, Galeotto, bids them here. 

To feast with him and her! [#xit BertTvccio, L. 
FRANCESCA starts as if stung—then goes 
to the door and beckons. 

Re-enter PAGE, L 

the wine. 


Fra. [aside.] Their doom is sealed ! .* | 
[She retires behind curtained entrance, R. 

Re-enter eee with oo and ORDE- 

AFFI, L. 

You, that go out bat- 


hastily. 
‘Here their lord- 


L.—she signs to him—he vearé in 


Ber. It is your ane. 
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THE FOOL’S REVENGE. 


woman’s tongue ! ! And now my husband’s!| Methinks ’twill mar her appetite. 


Except the council chamber, and in that 
I sit by proxy ! 


You enter not this room. 

Back ! or the grooms 

Shall score thy hunch to motley. 

Call you this marshaling ? 

I forgot that fools in silks should take precedence 
oa oe in motley ! 


To hear me gird at him! You call me bitter— 
Now you shall see how merciful I have been. 
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[Act ITT, Scene 1 


d. Why, thou wert there, knave ; yet try thon - 
to enter 
Into the presence, and they’ll whip thee back; 
His highness wants no fool to-day ! 
Ber. That’s true— 

With you two for his company. But tell me, 
How will the lady relish, o’er her wine, 

The cut-throat faces that she saw last night? 


Sroeceeeetrrerrc cs i 


Asc. Be sure 
She will not look so scared at ws, 
As thou wouldst at the sight of her. 

Ber. Who—I? 
Nay, I but held the ladder; we, poor knaves, 
Must take the leavings of your rogueries, 
As of your feasts; but prythee, Ordelaffi, 
How looked she i in her night-rail ? 

Ord. Wouldst believe it? 
Methought she had a something of thy favor; 
As, if so crook’d a thing could have a daughter, 
Thy daughter might have had. 

[All laugh—BERTUCCIO starts. 

Asc. How now? He winces. 
There cannot, sure, be issue of thy loins! 
Nature’s too merciful : she broke the mould 
When she turned thee out! 

Ber. Nature, sir, proportions 
Her witty fools to her dull ones; while she makes 
Ascoltis, she must needs produce Bertuccios 
To ene their hard hides now and then. But tell 
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Think y eon Ginevra needed all that force ? 
Ord. She struggled stoutly; but a lady’s strug- 


les, 
I take ea are much like her ‘‘ no”—which often 
Must be read, ‘‘ yes.” 
Asc. Let’s in, at once, my lords. 
Ber. ll marshal you; who said that cap and bells 
Should be shut out ? 
Asc. Stand back, Sir Fool, ’twere best ; 
You may repent your pressing on too far. 
Ber. I fain would see the lady—’tis not often 
That one can carry a beauty off at night, 
And make ber laugh i’ the morning. 
Ord. Neither she 
Nor you, I think, are likely to breed much mirth 
Out of each other. 
Ber. Say youso? Here goes! [He runs up to 
the door, @ PAGE opens it, and motions him 
back, two CHAMBERLAINS appearing at the 
open door.| Why, how now, sirrab ¢ I'm 
the fool ! 
Page. Stand back ! | 
Ber. I!—why, I’m free o’ the palace—every place |{ 


ee 
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Page. *Tis the duke’s strict order 


[BERTUCCIO is pressing forward. 


[He closes.the door. 
Asc. How now, sirrah, 


Ber. I am right served ! 
Lead the way, my lords: 


. Look, here comes Malatesta. 
en Ha! but stay. 
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Act ITT, Sceno 1.] 


Asc. Waste not your ears on him—the duke 
awaits us 
Beside his beauty—metal more attractive 
Than this curst word-catcher. 
Ord. Aye, aye—let’s in. 
[Exeunt ORDELAFFI and ASCOLTI. 


BERTUCCIO goes hastily to R. entrance. Enter 
FRANCESCA. 
Ber. Now Om, madonna—have you proof 
enoug 
Fra. ar of proof on proof—if proof were 
needed— 
- But had disproof come with them, and not proof, 
’Tis all too late! 
Ber. How ? 


Fra. I have drugged their wine— 
They will sleep sound to-night. [She retires up. 
Ber. [aside.) Choose woman’s hands, 
You that would have grim work nimbly dis- 
patched ! 
Here ’s Malatesta ! looking black as night. 
So, lord, I hope you liked your waking news! 
Now—now—to gloat over his agony | fe 
Enter MALATESTA, L 
Mal. [not seeing the DUCHESS. ] Ha, knave, I’d 
see the duchess! 
Ber. [looking at him curiously. ] Marvelous! 
Mal. How now? 
Ber. To think that they can make such caps 
To hide all trace of them— 
Mal. Of what, knave ? 
Ber. Horns. 
Mal. Rascal! 
Ber. I hope your lordship had good rest— 
And that my lady, too, slept undisturbed ? 
Mal. What mean you, sirrah ? 
Ber. Nay, strain not so hard 
To keep it down. You are among friends here— 
A grievous loss, no doubt. But at your age 
You could scarce look to keep her to yourself— 
_ Others have lost wives, too. Poor knaves, who 
thought 
‘To stick in their thrum caps jewels that caught 
' The eyes of nobles—needs where they must yield 
Daughters—or wives— 
Mal. Art mad, or drunk, or both ? 
: My errand’s to thy mistress—not to thee. 
Whereis she? ~~ 
Fra. (coming down.) Here, my lord ! 
[They talk apart. 
Ber. He ‘bears it bravely. 
But wounds will bleed under an iron corslet : 
And how his must be bleeding! For be loved her— 
The whole court vouches it—as old men love: 
Husbanding their spent fires into a heat 
The fierger, that it has short time to burn. 
[FRANCESCA and MALATESTA come forward. 
Fra. You say your lady slept not here last 


‘nig 
But at Cesena ? 
Mal. Or the devil’sin’t. 
I saw her safe bestowed there: I can trust 
My own eyes—or, still better, my own bolts. 
Ber. aes and patel Is this old man, too, 
Manfredi’s couuci 
To cheat his wife ? 
Mal. I little thought to bring her back so soon ; 
But, on your summons, I have straight recalled her. 
Ber. [breaking im eagerly. And she is here: 
hold him to that, madonna. 
Mal. Malapert dog! : 
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Fra. Pardon his licensed tongue. 
I fain would see the lady. 

Mal. [bowing.] You shall seo her ; 
I have not far to fetch her. 

Ber. { furiously.] "Tis a lie! 
A cursed lie! to hide his own foul shame ! 
Believe him not! 

Fra. But if he bring the lady ? 


[Exit i. 


Ber. (laughing. ] Aye, if he bring the lady, then 
- believe him ! 
[Aside.] He robs me of my right—taking his 
wrong 
With adil show of calm. Mine turned my 
rain : 


I looked to see him mad—or drive him so! 

Man. [within.| More wine, knave} . 

Enter a PAGE from C. D., passes out L. 

Fra. Ginevra or another, what of that ?: 

The wrong’s the same—why not the - same re- 
venge ¢ 

Ber. The same to you, but not the same to me! 
I tell you Malatesta’s wife sits yonder— | 
Sits at your husband’s side: I saw her—I— - 
Borne off last night! I saw. There is no faith 
In eyes, or ears, or truth, if twere not she ! 
Re-enter MALATESTA, L., with GINEVRA. BEnr- 

Tuccio’s back is towards the door. 
Mal. Madame, my wife! 
Ber. ned in amaze.) Ginevra here! then 
w 

Was that they carried from her bed last night ? 
Who is’t sits yonder ? 

Fra. Tell me, gracious lady, 
Where'did you sleep last night ? 

Gin. Where I scarce thought 
To leave so soon, your highness; in Cesena, 
Within my husband’s castle. 

Fra. Pardon, madame, ; 
That I have set you on a hurried journey, — 
Still more that J have wronged you in my 

- thoughts! [Passing her hand. over her 

brow. Laughter heard within. — 
[Aside.] They laugh! Laugh on, my lord, while 
it is time. 

Gin. Wilt please you grant me audience, you 

shall hear 
To the minute how my hours went yesterday, 
Down to this moment. 
Fra. Come out in the air; 
I stifle within hearing of their mirth. - 
[Zo BeRTUCCcIO.] Stay here! see that the other 
scape me not. 
[Exit FRANCESCA and GINEVRA, L. 
Ber. The other! Not Ginevra? [To Mata- 
TESTA.] Good, my lord, 
Your wife slept at Cesena, yet her chamber 
Was not untenanted last night, I'll swear! 

Mal. And so thou might’st, ‘yet break no oath. 

Ber. Who slept in ’t? 

Mal. I know not. Ask Dell Aquila; ’twas he 
Brought me the lady, craving shelter for her 


a 


From some great danger. 


Ber. But you saw her face? 
Mal. Aud if I did, think’st thou Pd trust her 


name 
To thy ass-ears ? [Exit MALATESTA, 10 
Ber. Fooled—mocked of my revenge! 
The sweetest morsel on’t whipt from my teeth ! 
Oh, I could brain myself with my own bauble ! 
Enter DELL’ AQUILA, L. 
[Aside.] Dell Aquila! He knows. — 
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| Look, look! Perchance that is the very wine! [He|In my mad antics I might spurn the board, 


16 THE FOOL’S REVENGE. [Act III, Scene 1. || 
Aqu. Well met, Bertuccio ; But pays the fool’s toll. 
T’ve sought thee since this morning—nay, since} Page. Out, knave! Stand aside. [BERTUCCTO 
midnight. snatches the flagons from the salver. 
Ber. Ha! Ber. ’Tis forfeit by the law! [Zhe PAGE tries 
Aqu. For a matter much concerns thy peace. to recover the wine—in the struggle BERTUC- 
Thou hast a daughter. [BERTUCCIO starts.] How CIO pretends to upset the flagons by qecident, 
I know thou hast and the wine is poured out on the stage. 
Matters not to my story. Page. Thy back shall bleed 
Ber. [hastily.] Hush—hush—hush ! To make it up. Now must I go fetch more, 
If you know this, as you are a Christian man And brook the cellarer’s chiding for thy folly. 
And poet—poets should have softer hearts Enter 'TORELLI, L. 
Than courts and camps breed nowadays—oh, keep! Ber. [to AQuiLA.] If he goes in—-could we but 
The knowledge to yourself! enter with him— , 
Aqu. It is too late. A word of mine might save her from the poison. 
Torelli knew it—had set wolfish eyes [BERTUCCIO gets between him and the door. 
On her— Tor. Good day, Sir Poet—stand aside, Sir Fool. 
Ber. Well? well? Ber. You are going in? 
Aqu. Had rung her beauty’s praise Tor. Aye! 
Here in the court. Thou hast no friends here. Ber. There’s a shrewd hiatus 
Ber. [eagerly.| Well? Needs filling at the table. You have War 
Aqu. They plotted how to lure thee from the| And Love; but lacking Poetry and Folly, 
house ; War is but butchery, and Love goes lame. 
And, in thy absence, to surprise her window Tuck us beneath your wings, sweet Baldassare, 


And bear her off! They bound me by an oath | And you'll be trebly welcome! [Seizing him by 
To keep it secret from thee—not from her. one arm, and motioning DELL’ AQuILA 10 
I swore to save her, or to lose myself ; take the other. 

So I found a desperate means of speech with her,| Zor. The dukefor once has shuthis doors agaist 


And warned her of her danger. Both Poetry and Folly. He is cloistered 
Ber. Thanks—thanks—thanks ! For grave affairs. 

But only warned her ? Ber. Tush—tell me not, sweet gossip. 

Aqu. Placed her, too, in safety. Why, man—J know that there’s a petticoat— 
Ber. Oh, heaven! where ? And more, I know the wearer. | 
Aqu.-In the house of Malatesta. Tor. Thou! 5 
Ber. {hoarsely.| My child in Malatesta’s house} Ber. You’ve lost 
_ last night! The rarest sport. Ascolti and Ordelaffi 
Aqu. Secure—even in the countess’ own cham-; Have had their will of me. For once ll own 
ber ! You’ve turned the tables fairly on the fool! . 
Ber. (with a wild cry.| My child! My child!| That our Ginevra should be Fiordelisa, 
wronged! murdered ! And poor Bertuccio not know! Ha, ha! ’ 
Aqu. Ha! by whom ? Oh, excellent! It wasa sleight of hand . 
Ber. [{wildly.| By me! by me! Her father—|I shall remember to my dying day! . 
her own father! | Tor. Nay, an’ thou tak’st it so— 5. ! 

That would have grasped Heaven’s vengeance,| Ber. How should I take it? c oO | 

and have drawn Besides the pleasantness of it, there’s the honor. 

The bolt on my own head, and hers—and hers! |'Think, my poor daughter in the duke’s high favor! 
Aqu. What do you mean ? Why, there are counts by scores had pawned |+ 
Ber. I counseled the undoing their scutcheons 

Of Malatesta’s wife—I stood and watched, To come into such grace. I warrant, now, 


And laughed for joy, and held the ladder for them; | You thought I’d swear, and storm, and rend you all, 
And all the while ’twas my own innocent child! |So shut me out. But, lo you, I am merry, 


Look not so scared—'tis true—I am not mad! And so shall she be, if you'll let me in! 
She’s here—now—in their clutches! But let me in—I’'ll school the sully weneh— 
[Laughter within. | Teach her what honor she has come to—thank 
Hark ! they laugh! The gracious duke, and play the merriest antics. 
Tis the hyenas o’er their prey—my child ! Yowll swear you never saw me in such fooling— 
And I stand here and cannot lift a hand! But take me in. 
Aqu. Here ’s mine—and my sword, too! Tor. Why, now ; the fool’s grown wise! 
Ber. Oh, what were that Tll tell the duke—perchance he'll let thee in. 
Against their felon blades? [Hxit TORELLI, Cc. BERTUCCIO, exhausted 
Aqu. True—true! what aid? : by his emotions, falls into a chair, and } 
Ha, there’s the duchess! writhes convulsively. | 
Ber. [shrieks.] I had forgotten her! [Drawing! Aqu. Lives hang on minutes here. Said you |}; ~ 
AQUILA to him and whispering hoarsely. _the duchess ’ j 
Man, she has drugged their wine—the bony | Had mixed the poison, or but meant to mix it? ; 
Death Ber. There it is, man—I know not which. | 
Plays cup-bearer to them ; if she drinks, she dies! Kv’n now Dey 
Enter a PAGE, with wine, L. Death may be busy at her lips. Once in, — 


runs between the PAGE and the door, and| And spill the flagons as I did e’en now; 
assumes the FOOL’s manner. But here I’m helpless. Oh, Beelzebub! 


Halt, there! for the fool’s toll. No wine goesin | Inspire them with desire to see a father pee 6 ¢ 
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Act III, Scene 1.] 


Make laughter of the undoing of his child ! 
Ha! some one comes. They'll let me in! 


| [Door opens c. 

Tor. {at the door.] The duke 

Will none of thy ape’s tricks. [He retires, closing 

the door—BERTUCCIO wrings his hands 
and screams. 

Aqu. [rushing forward.| What ho! Torelli! 

And you within—you, my lord duke, ’fore all— 
I do proclaim you cowards, ruffians, beasts ! 
Come out, if you be men, and drive my challenge 
Back in my throat, if you’ve one heart among you! 
Ber. You speak to men—they’re fiends ! 
Aqu. No-hope, no hope! . 
Yes! here’s the duchess, she’s a woman still. 
». | ‘Enter FRANCESCA and GINEVRA, L. 
Ber. Madame, and you, too—[to GINEVRA] 
plotting your undoing, 
I’ve compassed the destruction of my child, 
The daughter that I loved more than py life. 
’T was she they seized last night, and she’s in there. 
[Pointing to c. D. 
Fra. Your child ? ° 
Ber. From death, if not wrong worse than death, 
You still may save her. Have the doors burst open, 
You can command here, next the duke. If not, 
At least, [aside to her) forbear the poison ! 
Fra. [aside to him.) ’Tis too late— 
The wine was here! : 
Ber. Then this alone remains. | 
[He rushes up to the door and shouts. 
Come forth, my lords! The duke’s life—all 
your lives, 
Hang by a thread! Come forth—all! For your 
lives ! [TORELLI, ASCOLTI and ORDELAFFI 
appear at the door. 
Your wine is poisoned ! 

Tor. Ha! Who did the deed ? 

Ber. I! drink not—for your lives! [They are 

rushing upon him, drawing their swords. 

Fra. He lies! ’Twas I! , 

[A shriek is heard within. 
Ber. My child! my child! | 
Tor. [who has turned.back at the sound, flinging 

the door wide open.| Look to the duke, my 
lords! [As the doors are flung open, the 
interior of the inner room is seen, with the 
DUKE senseless on his seat, and FIORDE- 
LISA lying at his feet. TORELLI, ASCOLTI 
and ORDELAFFI support the DUKE. BER- 
TUCCIO and DELL’ AQUILA rush up to 
FIORDELISA. 
Ber. Too late! Too late! 

Tor. He’s dead ! | 

Fio. Before all men, 
I'll answer this! 
Ber. Before Heaven's judgment seat, 
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COSTUMES. 


of this play were appropriate to the period of Francis the First, which is some 
departure 


At Sadler's Wells the costume and scenery 


bap later than ‘the actual date of Manfredi’s murder. ‘This 
er 


’*s Wells, strict consistency is maintatned in the dresses, architecture and decoration of the piece. 
In strict propriety, the costume of the Duke and nobles should consist of short, brightly-colored jerkins, reaching just below tho 
slceves, slashed and confined at the wrists, embroidered belts round the waist, colored tight hose, often worn 
of a different color in the two legs. and velvet shoes. Short mantles may be worn by the young nobles. Ascolti, Malatesta, and 

ests, may, with propriety, wear long velvet or silk gowns, of purple, crimson, or other rich colors, with borders of 
fair should be worn full and long, in the style familiar to us from 
youn with a raised edge, often sealoges and ornamented with a chain and medal. 

The Fool, of course. wears a motley suif, with a hood like that worn by U 
gown, of sober color. Fiordeliea’s dress should be white or dove-colored, with scalloped sleeves and a tight body. The Duchess 
e, of the same cut, should be of velvet, slashed, and embroidered with gold. Shemay wear a gold net; a silk or chonille 


waist, with rather f 
the elder 


far. The 
men is a small colored velvet ca 


costum 
net would also be appropriate to Fiordelisa. 
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THE FOOL’S REVENG 


She lives—lives—lives ! 


How shall I answer this? [Pointing to Fior- 
DELISA. DELL’ AQUILA has brought Fior- 
DELISA forward. BERTUCCIO takes her in 


his arms. 
Dead! dead! My bird! i 
My lily flower! Gone to thy last account, 
All sinless as thou wert. My fool’s revenge 
Ends but in this! Cold! cold! 
[Putting his hand on her heart. 
Ha! Yes! a beat! ._ i, . 
ee his lips to her mouth. 
A breath! <A full, deep breath ! 
She lives! she l?ves! _ 
Say some of you, she drank not! and I'll bless 
The man that says so—yea, so pray for him 
As saints ne’er prayed! She breathes still. 
Hark ! hark ! 
Fio [faintiy.] Father ! Pes, 8 
Tor. She never drank! Thou hast her pure as 
when . 

She kissed thy lips last night ! 

Ber. Oh, bless you, bless you! 
Leave us to pray to- 
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gether. 
Tor. [to FRANCESCA.] Madame, you 
prisoner—the duke 
Lies foully murdered. 
‘Fra. Ha! what call you “ foully ” ? 
Who, but myself, ean estimate my wrongs ? 
For those who stand, like him, past reach of justice, 
Vengeance takes Justice’s sharp sword. : 
Ber. No, no! | 
Vengeance is hellish! Justice.is from Heaven! 
Look, Guido Malatesta, I am he . 
Whose wife, long years ago, you stole from him— 
Iam Antonio Bordiga! 
Mal.: You? — 
Ber. I thirsted for revenge—for that I wrought 
Upon the duke to carry off your wife-- 
Your innocent Ginevra; secking that, 
See to what verge of terrible disaster 
I’ve brought my own dear daughter ! seeking that, 
I’ve coimpassed the duke’s death, whose blood 
must lie 
Still on my head ! 7a 
Fra. (proudly.| I take it upon mine! 
My father, Giovanni Bentivoglio, 
Stands at your gates, in arms! 
question . 
Francesca Bentivoglio of this deed ! 
Fio. Father! let’s pray for her! 
Ber. For her! for me! : 
We need it both: Ah, thou said’st well, my child ! 
Vengeance is not man’s attribrte—but Heaven’s! 
I have usurped it. [Hiding his face in her bosom.] 
Pray—oh, pray for me! 


THE END. 
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from strict chronology is -unobjectionablo, when, as at 


phael’s earlier pictures. ‘The head-dress of tho 


hakspeare's fools. His sccond dress should be a long 


